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KEEPING IT 

LOCAL 

Author Trinie Dalton traveled into the wilds of New 
Mexico to live with psychedelic earthers Brightblac\ 
Morning Light for two days. Sublimity ensued. 
Here’s what happened. With photoyraphy by Lisa Law. 

44 

EVERYBODY 

WAS 

A STAR 

On May 10,1968 Sly & the Family Stone opened 
two shows for the Jimi Hendrix Experience at the 

Fillmore East in New York City. Artist/scholar Plastic 
Crimewave reports on this extraordinary, little-known 
moment in American countercultural history. 

58 

VKXETTECARDB4S 

Annakim Violette, ylampire vamp, tells an arachnid 
tale from a rainbow’s underbelly. Styled by Miss KK, 
with photoyraphy and desiyn by Alia Penner. 
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www, blocksblocksbloc ks, com 
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(nifty) and o'Jim 'i pafjlt felfciiyj dotfig whatever the fell 

they want/ ftfEPJNG NOBODIES VNE 

SOUND Of JOY i fflaara’ tour fueled by post-punk raw 

nerves Morted (Sy whijbh|« pmm mm BOB wiseman - 
THEMES AND VARlAT#NEPf#tiLje rodeo art! hidden camera 
ivorylickler sing/sonnjpe vlhlelworld should sing. ■■■ B33 
FUCKED UP - YEARBl* THfc BOG oil meets neu! in two 
side-long experiment by th4 bist hardcore band ever Mil 
■40 THE BLANKKf - BE TO15R OWN BOSS sprinuMin 
songs reinterprereaoy an electrb crooner with aftegrefe in 1 
semiotics—no shi y ■■■ ■41 KIDS ON. TV - MlxUNG 
BUSINESS WITH PLEASURE club music lor bathhouse punks, 
guest appearance by boy george 1 ■■■ B42 THE PHONEMES 
- THERE'S SOMETHING WE'VE BEEN MEANING TO DO eerie 
folk harmonies, cathartic squalls and gentte lulls from e* hidden 
cameras. ■ ■■ B43 BRIAN JOSEPH DAVtS - T HE DEFINITIVE 
HOST' burned albums, compressed greatest nits -sound art as 
stand-up comedy ■■■■45 NIFTY - A SPARROW! A 
SPARROW* cr-mi.iii genre hopping from fidbur russeU-like 
jams to mm .waiter sound scrounging. ■—■ lii \ it 
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HOMHt Ucmphi* Ttfifle$$ec / The Wnrld- 
AGE: 28. 

PROFESSION! J nek off of all trades. 

DRINK OF CHOICE: Malabrew 

MOST MEMORABLE BOOK: Johnny Gm His Gun. 

FAVORITE PICK-UP LINE: Your good lookijig io r a girl, 

OBJECT OF DESIRE: The perfect ^mnd- 
FAVORITE BAND: Dtvo. 

ACHILLES HEEL: Boo?x, 

PERFECT DATE: Suvicij* 3>uriiL 

QUAIJTY YOU LOOK FOR IN A COMPANION: Someone whose ji better perron rh.tn me, 

PRIZED P0SE5SION: My while Flying V 

PET PEEVES: Anything weird thar people do white eating. 

LAST ACCOMPLIS H MENT: Wak ing up. 

DESCRIBE Y OURSELF IN THREE WORDS: Hungry, angry, energy. 

PROFILE: "line Jncrtds ul Matador £h:iTv u vision with ihc I.lIkIV slow record mip.LLiv 
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Brooklyn, 112,2,2.. edited for clarity. Poems receive special attention. 


NOW FREAKING 

Saw your issue with the Alejandro Jodorowsky excerpt 
[“The Soma of Madness,” Arthur No. 30]. GORGEOUS!!! 

The article was so beautiful!!! Wasn’t it? That kind of fierce 
fearlessness/spontaneous and the willingness to chance it 
all. Fuck-ups. Rejection. LEARNING. CHANGE. All of it. This 
is why Jodorowsky is my freaking hero! Thanks again! 

Rachael LeValley 

RACHAELLEVALLEYART.BLOGSPOT.COM 

UNASSIMILATEDAND 55 

I just turned 55, and I was a young impressionable teenager 
when the hippies dominated the media in the mid to late 
sixties. I have resisted being assimilated into popular 
culture, much to my detriment, and remain true to my 
first calling as little brother hippie. In my learned opinion, 
derived from decades of experimentation, etcetera, I know 
true artistry when it bites me on the ass. Your July issue 
certainly did. Mr. Joseph Remnant captured my imagina¬ 
tion with his authenticity and wit [“Discovering Rebel 
Visions and the Underground Comix Revolution”]. Please 
encourage him to pursue this avenue of expression. 

Best wishes, (and I found your magazine at Beyond Baroque 
in Venice). 

RF 

VENICE, CALIFORNIA 
MYSPACE.COM/RFWAGNERJR 

BLISS, THY NAME IS BUZZO 

Just finished Arthur No. 30—what a wonderful read it was! 
Alejandro Jodorowsky, Jason Spaceman, Julian Cope, 
mugwort, how to hex a corporation... ah bliss. Now how 
about giving King Buzzo his own column? 

Full speed and pagan, 

Randy Sarbacher 

FOR LEONORA CARRINGTON 

#1 

Mexico City is absolutely. 

Or was. 

With a claridad that woud’ve seemed 
glossy as bone except for the fecality 
of its plutonian fruit. Especially 
Leonora Carrington—the secret hardness 
of colonial baroque—its refusal to be 
reasonable—its crown of owls 


#2. 

Chocolate is Mexico’s great 
contribution to Surrealism. 

With unbroken incantations in the 
voice of a lion prepare (on wild rocks) 
a soup made of half a poink onion, a bit of 
perfumed wood, some grains of myrrh, a 
large branch of green mint, 3 belladonna pills 
covered with white swiss chocolate, a 
huge compass rose (plunge in soup for one minute) 
Just before serving add Chines “cloud” mushroom 
which has snail-like antennae & grown on owl dung 

#3 

As modern Hermeticist she ranks with Fulcanelli 
a Madame Paracelsa who tells yr 
fortune in the sense of buried treasure. 

It seems you yourself have psychic gifts 
which are only exacerbated by her soups. 

Mole as Dali realized surrealizes all 

dishes via its resemblance to excrement 

e. g. over boiled lobsters (serve with pink champagne). 

Shit you can sculpt. 

#4 

Like gunpowder which was invented solely 

to exorcize demons—a secret passed 

along the Silk Road to Roger Bacon 

who unfortunately leaked the recipe 

to the uninitiated—Carrington 

embodies both the siesta & the 

anti-siesta. A Madam Adam 

with a handcranked gramophone with a horn 

lacquered black with gold pinstriping that 

plays only beeswax cylinders of Erik Satie 

or Gesualdo. Here alone exile 

attains an elegance & impassibility known 

only to stoned Rosicrucians 

#5 

To live absolutely. A tricky trajectory between 

clinical dementia & the sloppy lace 

curtain Irish kitchen gemutlichkeit that 

usually passes (present company excepted 

of course) for life outside literature & 

evcen for true love. Or else it’s 

the altitude—mushrooms & chocolate—under the 

asphalt the bloodsoaked landfill— 

cactus cowskulls & drunken fusillades of flowers. 

(NOTE: Soup recipe by L. Carrington; see The Spiritual 
Journey of Alejandro Jodorowsky .) 

Peter Lamborn Wilson 

NEW PALTZ, NEW YORK 


continues on paye 8 
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I'm Just Say in’, continued from page 8 

CAREFUL WITH THAT HAMMER 
(& SICKLE), EUGENE 

Warmest greetings & thanks from Russian Sparks fans for an 
article about this fantastic band in your May issue. It’s cool 
that Ron & Russell were photographed holding a poster of 
their first-ever shows in Russia (February 2,006, Moscow, B2 
Club). These shows were really unbelievable and unforget- 
table...just like all the other ones which Russian fans had the 
luck to attend! BTW, I am already 50 but felt crazy just like a 
teen... 

Best regards, 

Eugene 

WE CAN HEAR 

THE FLOWERS BLOOMING 

In the time since I last wrote [“I’m Just Sayin,” Arthur No. 

29], I was dispatched to chair a workshop on “Next-Gen 
Sense Branding in an Age of Uncertainty” at the Allied 
Appliance Manufacturing and Refrigerator Marketing 
Conference in Wauwatosa, WI. One thing led to another, and 
I wound up in traction. As you probably know, Wauwatosa 
is a pretty wild town, and I wanted a break from the gang 
fights and the drug wars, so I split the Holiday Inn and found 
a seemingly relaxing watering hole. It was there that I suf¬ 
fered blunt force trauma. 

Nietzsche says what doesn’t kill me makes me stronger. 
But surely he never had to endure the loss of his own little 
Clydesdale. No, all the philosophers fill entire libraries with 
idle chatter, meaningless compared to the lush, verdant 
prose on the contract between two consanguineous busi¬ 
nessmen such as us. So let us discuss some best practices, let 



us together curate some real happening, freakout scenarios 
of the funkadoobiest order. Let geysers of cash erupt, cata¬ 
clysmic ejaculations like pennies from heaven, gold dou¬ 
bloons pried from the Pequod’s mast! But alas, mo’ money, 
mo’ problems! Which is why men like us strive to satisfy a far 
greater social good. 

I am so looking forward to our cross-functional partner¬ 
ship to take root and bloom, like a thousand flowers. Just 
today I was enjoying a ham sandwich at the Turkish baths, 
when it occurred to me how febrile, how flaccid is the cur¬ 
rent crop of American men. Where have all the real men 
gone? Try posing this question—out loud—to no one in par¬ 
ticular on the street, and just experience the hostile stares! 
What a strange and flawed animal is the human animal. How 
we all flail against the surf like mediocre surfers, while the 
true blondes have all the luck, as the song went. 

Remember, #1 is the loneliest number. 

Yours, for a future pregnant with possibilities, 

The S-One-W, 

Stan Weckl 

p.s. You hear about this Boredoms/Nike brand merger? Even I 
couldn’t have dreamt that one up! 


COSPELIZED 

Re: the interview with Jason from Spacemen 3 and 
Spiritualized ["Peeking Into Heaven," Arthur No. 30]. 
Do you know of this gospel radio show? 
http://wfmu.org/playlists/CD 
It's great! 

Jenna Young 


LABOR 
DOKATED BY 


Los Angeles-based contributing editor 
Daniel Chamberlin is on his way to a cabin 
in the mountains of North Carolina where 
he will take pictures of moonlit lichens, drink 
beer and talk about foreign policy with his dad 

and brother. 



Los Angeles-based artist Alia Penner is 
collecting pieces of the Rose Constellation 
for a new psychedelic healing visions project. 

aliapenner.com 

Chicago-based artist/scholar Plastic 
Crimewave is sometimes known as Steve 
Krakow and is hard at work on a new issue 
of Galactic Zoo Dossier magazine, a book of 
his Chicago music history strips, a new label 
imprint on Drag City and this fall’s Million 
Tongues festival. 
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WEEDEATER 
BY NANCE KLEHH 



SEED TIME 


Out there, out of doors, it’s between leaf and root time. 
It’s seed time. In autumn, plants put their efforts into 
reproducing themselves via seeds, both bare and cov¬ 
ered with delicious flesh. Right now it’s time to collect 
these offspring—juicy apples and pears for cider, seeds 
to grow next year’s harvest with, and nuts and berries 
to make healing infusions from. 

HERE ARE SOME SEEDS TO COLLECT 
BEFORE WINTER SETTLES IN: 
amaranth seeds 
burdock burs 
hackberry berries 
juniper berries 
kentucky coffeetree seeds 
lamb’s quarters seeds 
rose hips 
queen anne’s lace 
yellow dock seeds 
sumac berries 
hawthorn haws 
aronia berries 
hazelnuts 
walnuts 
grapes 
pawpaws 
persimmons 
elderberries 

pears and apples (for cider...) 

Each of these seeds has practical medicinal uses, 
which you can research on your own. But if you want 
the full-on benefit from the plants you decide to put in 


your body, you have to allow the plants to help you. 

Long infusions, which are like concentrates, are 
an easy way to allow plants to do their work on you. 
You don’t need to use bagged herbal tea or other plant 
materials from a store to make an infusion. Nor do you 
have to buy it in bulk. Instead, you can forage, gather¬ 
ing plants that grow wild in our cities. 


I found the stock guy and 
asked him, ‘Hey, where 
can Ifind the nuts?’ 
and he replied, ‘Peanuts 
or Donuts?’ 


When you collect from a plant, do it on a dry day. 
Try to find more than a few and collect from them in a 
way that won’t damage them. Don’t rip or tear; instead, 
make clean pinches or cuts with a knife, your fingers 
or some pruning shears. Take only a few leaves/seeds/ 
fruits—no more than 10% of any individual plant—as 
it is important that the plant you are collecting from 
is allowed to thrive and regenerate itself, even if it is 
considered a ‘weed.’ Plants are generous by nature 
with what they have to offer. When you are done, 
thank the plant. Maybe give it a drink from your water 
bottle. Because that plant is going to help set your liver 
or blood or mental attitude right. And that is pretty 
generous of it. 


HOT & COLD 

When you return home, dry the plant material in paper 
bags. Drying medicinal weeds is all about allowing air 
to circulate around the leaves and protecting them 
from light. Paper bags are perfect for this as they will 
not trap moisture. Don’t put too much material in any 
single bag—remember, the air has to be allowed to 
circulate. I like hanging them upside down in small 
bundles in my dark and dry pantry, but that’s just me. 

When you’re ready to make an infusion, grab a 
healthy (no pun intended) handful of dried herb and 
put it in a quart glass jar. Glass is a must—it is stable 
and neutral. Now pour hot water over it all, until full, 
and screw on the lid. You use a lid so the volatile oils 
stay in the brew instead of being released into the 
air. Of course, that aroma can be enjoyable and part 
of healing, and will have your home or office smelling 
terrific. 

Let it brew for at least 30 minutes to as long as sev¬ 
eral hours. You will need to do some research here. 
Some plant materials have chemical compounds and 
minerals that require a longer steeping time to get 
them to release into water. Roots and bark are two 
examples of this, but certain leaves fit this bill too. 

Also, some plants require cold water instead of 
hot water. Seeds and fruits, for example, require cold 
water. I also usually steep these longer, often setting 
my jar up the night before, having a nice sleep while 
my infusion makes itself and then waking the next day 
to drink it at room temperature or warming it up with 
a low flame (stay away from that microwave, yuck!) or 
even drinking it iced. 





WHERE DID I PUT 
THAT NUT? 

Two years ago I was driving across coun¬ 
try and stopped at a Piggly Wiggly to pick 
up some snacks for the road. I grabbed 
some yogurt, some chocolate and I was 
looking for nuts. And I couldn’t find 
them. I found the stock guy and asked 
him, ‘Hey, where can I find the nuts?’ and 
he replied, ‘Peanuts or Donuts?’ I paused 
waiting for some faint uncontrollable 
twitching or the slow crack of a grin. His 
face was blank. He was waiting for me to 
answer him. Stunned, I thanked him and 
left the store. 

Who am I kidding? This happened on 
the northwest side of Chicago. People in 
Kentucky know what nuts are and where 
they keep them. 

SQUIRREL IT AWAY 

Every animal forages and every one of 
them aids in dispersing plants’ seeds. 
Scratching the soil, knocking into 
them, eating them and pooping them 
out, carrying them stuck on their fur 
or muddy paws or webbed feet across 
long distances, animals inadvertently— 
or as is the case with a few animals, 
intentionally—plant them elsewhere. 
We humans have been carrying seeds 
around for thousands of years as we’ve 
wandered around and set up camp in 
different places. Wind, jetstreams, rivers 
and oceans help spread seeds widely too. 
That’s why there are so many weeds. 

Squirrels forage, endlessly, their 
squirrel energy seeming to vibrate just 
below that of insects. But what seems 
like erratic, twitchy behavior to us is 
probably just the squirrel reading the 
environment with their bodies faster, or 
perhaps more honestly, than we can. 


Squirrels are great collectors but rot¬ 
ten archivists. They find and carry around 
acorns, walnuts, hazelnuts, tucking them 
into the earth. They do it quickly, furi¬ 
ously sussing out a place then scratch¬ 
ing, fuddling and putting a nut in place 
and patting down the soil again in less 
than a minute. Later in winter, when they 
get the nibbles, they may not be able to 
find every last nut they sequestered. But 
that doesn’t matter. What’s lost by one 
squirrel is found by another. Or, if never 
found, the nut springs up as a tree seed¬ 
ling, which grows into a tree that the 
squirrel can nest in and chatter from... 
and which, in turn, will produce nuts 
for future haphazard storage, snacks or, 
again, future trees. 

So, if you can, find a nut tree or shrub 
and gently pick off a nut. Chestnuts, 
buckeyes, oaks and walnuts are common 
in parks and on streets in urban areas. 
Select one to act as a temporary talisman 
and carry it in your pocket like a battery. 
Travel or walk around with it for a day, 
just to feel its potential. Keep it in there 
until you are ready to release it into the 
earth. 

Know that when you release it, you are 
activating it. You are ensuring a future 
store of nuts, providing shade and squir¬ 
rel habitat, growing material to construct 
a ship from, and starting that forest that 
we all miss in our hearts... 

Got nut, in pocket 

Got a walnut and I’m going to use it 
Intention I feel inventive 
Gonna make you, make you, 
make you notice... 




E Z CIDER 


You’ve probably heard a story about someone’s 
apple juice bottle exploding. That’s a sure sign 
the yeasties have settled in and set up shop. 
Well, making cider is actually as easy at that: all 
you have to do find some decent fruit or juice to 
start with, and the yeasties, feeding on the nice 
fruit juice sugar, will do the rest. 

If you can’t get your hands on enough apples 
or pears from city streets or backyards, pick 
some up at the farmers’ market and juice 
them, or just buy already pressed cider without 
preservatives (as we don’t want to preserve 
anything—we want it to transform itself.) Allow 
the bottled juice to sit out on a table, uncapped, 
and breathe. Cover the bottle neck with a wash 
cloth. Sip periodically to taste and ascertain 


where those yeasts are in their work. You’ll 
know it’s ready when it tastes good to you. 
Depending on the temperature of your abode, 
you will have something mild and nice within 
5-7 days. 

Once you get what you like, drink it up. (You 
can toss the sediment in your compost pile 
or use it in a soup—it’s free B vitamins.) You 
can put the juice in the fridge to slow the 
fermentation process down, or in the freezer to 
stop it altogether. You can wake the yeasts up 
again by bringing them to room temperature. 
And don’t worry—if you do happen to let the 
yeasties work overtime, your cider will become 
something else you can use: vinegar. Now you 
can make some pickles... O 


Chicago-based columnist Nance Klehm is enjoying the harvest while teaching pickling, 
wine making and cidering, leading bi-weekly urban forages and building a cob house 
for her bantam chickens. She will be teaching in a new regional agroforestry/transition 
town effort starting January, 2009 in Dartmoor. 
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The biggest names in hard rock 
and metaIVavant-garde have come together 
to pay tribute to the madcap genius of Syd Barrett. 
Featuring some of heavy music’s most influential 
players* this is a hard-rocking trip through the 
music world’s most idiosyncratic mind. 


i idiosyncratic mum. 

FEATURING; - 

DREDG * JESU 
KYLESA ■ YAKUZA 
JARBOE ■ PENTAGRAM * 
UNEARTHLY TRANCE 
INTRONAUT * GIANT SQUID 
STINKING LIZAVETA * 

CIRCLE * ZODIAK. KOSMOS 
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LARKIN 


GRIMM 


FIELD MUSIC PRESENTS 

THE WEEK THAT WAS 



WRITTEN AND PRODUCED BY PETER BREWIS 

A MILESTONE ON THE PATH TO A NEW PROGRESSIVE POP 
MOJO ALBUM OF THE MONTH * THE TIMES ALBUM OF THE WEEK 
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b fttes-ifited s^ih yofips, to Audi HKy-puiKh diamoi^, oral Sufjon StEn,ms«(psFri^iK.. IWlWs- 
bea'ly b cfoiws when ttfcr hhs your ecr—one flf Ifie tiunebdl LPs-aF Ihe surnmer. 5/10.' \MF} 
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SLUMBERLAND RECORDS FALL 2008 



CRYSTAL STILTS 
“ALIGHT OF NIGHT” 
LTD LP/CD 



CAUSE CO-MOTION! 
“IT’S TIME!” 

CD ONLY 


SINGLES OUT SEP/OCT; 



&EXY KIDS 
’SISTERS ARE 
FOREVER" 7" 



THE PAINS OF BEING 
PURE AT HEART 
’"EVERYTHING 
WITH YOU** 7" 


INFO, BLOG, SHOP, MPls: 
WWW.SLUMBERLANDRECORDS.COM 
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‘‘Grimm sounds at various times wild-eyed and placid, witchy and 
innocent...bodily fixated lyrics and hair-raising singing that could spook a hard¬ 
ened cult Leader../ - Time Out NY 

..her voice not only soars high, but swings low and earthy under Itself/ 

- The Wire 

Young God debut by this fabulous itinerant force of nature... Stellar vocal Perfor¬ 
mances of songs that are soulful, whimsical sensual, bizarre. Produced by Mi¬ 
chael Gira and Larkin Grimm. Features musicians from Fire On Fire, Beat Circus 4 
Angels of Light and more,.. 



New Mutations From Crucial Blast: 
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The Nnl official wWm- ham thr Japaru'-w glrldv-ifin-d due Ncicm, I'ndtJM.irrvg 
thr-ir Appr vaiki 1 -jvi thf' RjfUpw mmfid Ab nn pnjmmadunrgLn.and a win 
of de mat No inn hKuvi.au idi c u I uidy and tpartir dr;ri hi'qnrin d 

imtnjnkenUk udug [vegremmed di uim diet pit 141 imd tpliL^cS hack 

together into in*w*Mbl# rhythim, a million brain-malting r iWi fcwnuH 

ihndd^d a* ich h chopped op jratMw) ima abawi death 

Wwtsih* ditefwtwnes * 

Unique. gkdtcd-OUt dav shOO of Mu-Jiyte EHMatfdivmd M tftily 

n veil'd kvuh of thkKTi fuKd with tWrtpriy technical (Audi nwul. Inwnr For 
fomoi AV*rtt-^LAw tpnn and absurdlyijMhrtkAl dt-acIVF^id Rk- 

tertted hrt * hJ tutor 4 (Mind hMknJL 



CLISIIA 


BLACK ELK Always A Sin. Never A Nine CD 


Always A SitL Mcvcr A Nine is the Hxond jlbrim and the faflowup Lb the 2006 
serf tided dcbut Tram Portia id.OR aggro wreckers, BLtdi Bk^wtirac psychotic 
brand of cruiNrig, none reck inRumcrcli hravknjty h a rrtum Lb thr 
uhhngnd underground rori force erf ban dt like jo-tin Lizard Molvini, Black 
Flag and Hamnrwrheed.Th^ new album (cafunti hm long* pi soothing rd 
wrth IhedKWMLMit cntMnq riHage, lun g ng rhytfimc punh and 
awwiiw h*aki*d out Yow^mjup uoeiiJt trf-dnqw Tom CiIoua That made their 


d#fa«it a f aw Ainoiig mi yon* who nfw 


■d the days, when AjiifihrtimijY 


Hi-pnlr nJmj ihir i* «id»-rtjrtjuhd rock fwmvbut with interiming r#* 

,.i *rv ^nfr ihMi gutew wrh-HV* 1 . s dui ,wL,1 am ^h«k:f*% 6J.<k 

tik f PPfcM'id fV t iK ftWd ■* fl 4 -p^in*ll^iteMd j^dMP 


GEISHA Die Verbrechen Her uebe CD 


thif hp*iJ tr*<to mcwifiJiYh WlKk 

Barm, nm wtk iphiwd ydich a. b«u--ra(nliftp n«ev^iwj 

iir'H.J tijvi.Tindub a iTiki she^'i- of white awn puny wkh ih«W 

ptvViqXJt altiMiii. El H 2 SfMflE Ol Svi*krt,il »WifiH rtKk. tkkJipj rpdt i 0 i *ik Chcrvtp, 
Mtfvirts. SkKKly V^kJnEitm's Tsnt fw co^dHhMrtjTs^onifcrftwfl 

with ii-Wf-r^L fhitvLK tfO*5E4hd (anted vrlch blurrtd VH5 iAiiaviv ¥dJpfU amf 
v.lejut 1 Alluyjm to BMM. Anti then jammed through Ah 4rg«rtc MtufruJaEOr. 
Idrrmg a Icr ckhjul crush kig rmk beast ihjl i vvrwls«t s ikjwtpt VH hooki- and 
mekKkn undemawth die chu™> ng dclngitied bass-cum bit and iJudgevhebiJ 
rrffege .trfasb of fM-i^hedHn rfrcrH"-no:seand curra'Hvie -skne F |iercui > irwe 
pummel and deranged singing. Limited edrtwn o# 1 .DOO copira,packaged ic 
a full colorgatirfDfrljackcL 


SOON: SCOTT HULL ^PNS OEJTftOV Efi> fiuttoffm i r CD. MONARCH] prr Mdr* COr WN,DILDL If E 
Peas Feast 1 7T - Dr-ofxard. G ENGH IS TRON Board Up lTw House Remix LP WTiro Heckef * Akian 
kflT r SLASTWAVE bfWMUy pod^^h, and much more- 


CPUCiaL BLaST 

WWW.CRUCIALBLAST.NET 

&0 •<-:':■!■ mm I IAj^LKSTUWN Mfclm hh.j ^l /el tnr»« ljSA 

Visit WWW.CRUCI ALBLASTN ET for more infotmation on all of our available releases. 
WWW.CRUClALBIJ^STSHOP.frlET aka Jedture* o n cHtco^ive online >tone filed wHfi 25Wt tKip*, 
with a focus on experimental, weird and mutant metaLavz nt hardcore, brutal electionk music. 

inrefrwi psychedelia and heavy drug rock noise rak French hLw k metal, crushing a mplrfier 
worship and psydiedefic dro-ne, UK industrial, hondmodo limited edition cd-ts, rare imports, out 
of print itemsy and other nw ntfeslartiortt of mutant heaviness. 



(PUws'qJ Ccwwwt ^fvwm 


<z£~4MA/Ul 


The evocative debut from the 
Mercury Prize nominated singer-songwriter 



Jit /{hfwtif JifiThnum Wnrrrfr ji ifrdj 'j 4n.lA lfwiij*bitui 
tTfid nmwTMfr/l, shr’i ax niri, jV.irvuJrd' lout fir a 

Stodr' ELnterlalnmrnl Wi'rkly 

‘xi^i'frp ihf attwal a /a major t<tinnt' ■ NMK 


■. ■ !'■■■ '••• » ii p ••• •••.■.! •. • • . I' . • i 


BIRIES&HDBLE 


POOPEPK t | 

«w.hn-f«n 



PRINTS 




YOUNG WIDOWS 


OLD WOUNDS CD / LP 


GRAILS 

DOOMSDAYER’S HOLIDAY CD / 180 GRAM LP 








SPLIT 180 GRAM LP+CD 

PRINTS 

JUST THOUGHTS CDEP 




TEMPORARY RESIDENCE LTD, NEW YORK / USA t EARTH ■ (*) - ORDER ONLINE AT WWW.TEMPORARYRESIDENCE.COM 

‘ TTT«T^fcymr^f.1 Wr\ >jY iLwt hl". tliiv! ’Y) 1 w\ 1 s IRILif.Hi IdK4 Ti 1 











































1. NITE JEWEL 

This one-woman act has been haunting 
nightclubs around Los Angeles and beyond 
this summer, dropping nocturnal transmis¬ 
sions and electro dust into the atmosphere. 
Accompanied by her bubbling synthesizer and 
deep tunnel beats, Nite Jewel would make the 
perfect house band on the mothership that’s 
going to take us all away from this place. 
myspace.com/nitejewel 


2. RAYMOND CHANDLER 

What a different city Los Angeles would be 
without the mythology of Phillip Marlowe and 
the many shadows cast by Chandler’s noir 
mysteries running through its city streets. 
Fall’s a good time to revisit these stories of an 
honest man lost in a sea of corruption. 


3. AVOCADO WITH POPPY SEEDS 

Slice an avocado, add lemon, and roll in a 
generous heap of poppy seeds. Exotic. 


4. SEMINA CULTURE: 
WALLACE BERMAN AND 
HIS CIRCLE BY MICHAEL 
DUNCAN AND KRISTINE 
MCKENNA (2005) 

You will never get tired of looking at this book. 
This catalogue from the 2005 traveling exhibit 


spans the years of mid-’50s to early-’60s 
beatdom, when an artistic and literary utopia 
formed around the mysterious figure of artist 
Wallace Berman and his arts and literary 
journal Semina. You couldn’t find it on 
newsstands or in bookstores; most of its few 
hundred copies were mailed by Berman to 
friends and peers. The book not only 
reproduces all nine issues but is a Who’s Who 
of West Coast Bohemia. 


5. WALKING REALLY FAR 

Walk for two hours in any direction and see 
where you end up. Maybe you are missing 
something. Maybe you will find it. 


6. VELASLAVASAY 
PANORAMA 

The North Pole is tucked right into South Los 
Angeles. Go and see. It’s hidden in the second 
floor of the beautiful Union Theater. Take 
yourself to the endless horizon. 
panoramaonview.org 


7. FLYING LOTUS, 

LOS ANGELES (WARP) 

The 17 tracks on FlyLo’s second record seem 
to flow without beginning or end, stacking 
dusty samples, sandpaper beats, and washy 
synths into a collage as dense and sticky as 


an August afternoon in Van Nuys. You’re 
stuck in traffic, the sun is in your eyes, a 
jackhammer echoes an unsteady rhythm in 
the distance, your radio suddenly plays all its 
stations at the same time. For a second it all 
makes some kind of sense. 


8. THE LATE SHOW 
(1977, DIR. ROBERT BENTON) 

Lily Tomlin, Art Carney, a lost cat, blackmail, 
murder and endless hijinks, set in Los Angeles. 
Nutty and Noir, this Robert Altman-produced 
mystery features an incredibly stylish Tomlin 
as an aimless but charming eccentric and 
Carney as a cranky over-the-hill detective 
with one last fight In him. Don’t get the idea 
that this is one of those awful detective 
spoofs, it’s actually one of the most perfect 
movies you’ve never heard of, covering all 
genres, emotions, and hairstyles. You will 
laugh many times. 


9. COLD BREWED COFFEE 

Impress your friends with a rousing pitcher of 
iced coffee. You will be known throughout 
many wide and concentric circles for being a 
dark brewing lord and master of the bean. No 
one will know how easy it is for you with your 
cold brew coffee bucket. You grind a whole 
can of coffee with 9 cups of water and it sits 
for 12 hours and then you have a pitcher of 


low-acid coffee that tastes amazing for two 
weeks. Everyone will love you and want to be 
your friend. You can buy the cold toddy 
brewing kit they sell in stores or make your 
own. It’s off the grid. 


10. THE BAROQUE MUSIC 
STATION ON 1.FM 

When one’s radio breaks down, you can 
discover amazing things that were once 
hidden right under your nose. Lurking within 
the Classical Radio tab of that iTunes thing is 
an endless stream of this amazing music that 
restores your faith in civilization. It only 
occasionally loses its affirmative power when 
interrupted by a commercial for under-eye 
circles. 


11. RAW VEGAN WHIPPED CREAM 

Soak 11/2 cups of raw walnuts (or raw 
cashews) in water for two hours...then get rid 
of the water and put the nuts in a blender with 
1/2 cup fresh squeezed orange juice and two 
tablespoons maple syrup (a few drops of 
almond extract optional) This recipe is from 
Juliano’s UnCook Book (Regan Books,1999)— 
good recipes, really bizarre self-portraits. 


12.GRIFFITH OBSERVATORY 

Despite multi-million-dollar renovations 
during recent years, the main attraction at 
Griffith is still the view of the twinkling 
metropolis below. Go at dusk to watch nature 
and culture collide to form a gold and purple 
ooze that stretches from the mountains to the 
sea. Breathtaking. 


13. SYLVIA ROBINSON “PILLOW 
TALK*’ 7-INCH SINGLE 

Found this scratchy 45 in a box at the back of 
a thrift store in Joshua Tree. Before 
masterminding Sugar Hill records, Robinson 
recorded music as ‘Sylvia’ and wrote this song 
for Al Green. He turned it down because it was 
too dirty so she recorded it herself and it hit 
number one on the charts in 1973. With 
breathy talk vocals, hi-hat swoosh, and 
sugary string and electric piano arrange¬ 
ments, it’s a fine specimen of the early disco 
sound that was forming around Philadelphia 
and other East Coast cities at the time, and is 
a naughty stepping stone between Serge 
Gainsbourg/Jane Birkin’s Je T’aime and 
Donna Summer’s Love to Love You Baby in 
the history of simulated orgasm on wax. The 
flipside sounds like it comes from an earlier, 
more wholesome time period but is an equally 
luscious track with a piano-heavy girl-group 
sound. 


14. JUMPING ON A 
TRAMPOLINE 

Up and then down. Do it again. Jumping 
cleanses your cells and lymph nodes and 
increases your immunity. Up with people. 


15. MAKING YOUR OWN AMAZING 
SALAD DRESSING IN ONE MINUTE 

Combine cold pressed organic olive oil (a lot), 
lemon, honey and stoneground mustard. This 
tastes better than anything you can buy. 
There is room for error. Salad dressing is very 
forgiving. Raw sage honey sweetens the deal. 
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A STYLISH LILY TOMLIN SEMINA CULTURE 

CIRCA 1977 - 

SYLVIA ROBINSON S 
“PILLOW TALK“ 7-INCH 




16. TOO LATE FOR TEARS 
(1949, DIR. BYRON HASKIN) 

All the pleasure of knowing a dangerous 
femme fatale, none of the risk. 1949 Los 
Angeles in glorious black and white. 


17. OKRA 

If you slice a piece of okra crosswise, it 
reveals a circle of five perfect hearts formed 
from the fibers. I never loved okra, but now 
that I know it loves me, I’m coming around. 


18. SHOW CAVE 

This art gallery/peformance space in the Echo 
Park district of Los Angeles has been forming 
its own hybrid aesthetic out of the goo of 
contemporary life in its past year of existence. 
Exhibitions have exciting names like Beast 
Heat, Glitter and Doom and Survivors of the 
White Plague. Show Cave also offers a stage 
to emerging musical talent (see #1). 
www.showcave.org 


19. LOW MOTION DISCO, 

KEEP IT SLOW (ESKIMO) 

In one room a synthesizer slowly throbs; in 
another a band rehearses outtakes from an 
unrecorded Royal Trux session. In a third 
room someone is playing records from their 
parents’ collection. There’s an empty bottle of 
purple syrup on the floor. The windows to this 
house are open and there’s a cool breeze that 
blows down from the mountains. You’re 
listening to these sounds mingle from down 
on the street. It sounds like a perfect mix that 
shouldn’t work at all. It’s too slow to dance to 
but it’s kind of funky. This is supposedly 
taking place in Switzerland. O 


Molly Frances lives in Los Angeles and 
makes music in Terminal Twilight. 



Album Available Oct.7th ANTI 

Jolie Holland's most revealing and expansive 
work yetfeaturing M. Ward csf Mare Ribot 
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APPLIED MACIC(K) 

AH OPEN INVOCATION 
BY THE CENTER FOR 
TACTICAL MAGIC 



G Magic(kl workg!’ 



This declarative statement was recently hurled in our 
direction with a cautionary tone rather than a celebra¬ 
tory one. The sender of the warning was concerned 
that we didn’t take magic® seriously enough; that we 
were advocating its use willy-nilly like some sort of 
fun, new fad. But fear not. Although we don’t believe 
that fun and magic® are at odds with one another, we 
are nonetheless advocating its use very pointedly and 
with much consideration. And we are advocating its 
use precisely because it works. 

As we’ve said in the past, one of the primary 
reasons why people don’t engage in magic® in the 
first place is out of a sense of dismissal. They dismiss 
magic® because they doubt it will produce results; 
and, they dismiss magic® because they fear it will 
produce results. Indeed, much of the bullshit that 
fertilizes the grand magic garden reeks of these airs 
of dismissal. Occult conspiracy theorists will even tell 
you that such bullshit is built up to protect the fruit 
from those who would dare set foot in the garden at 
all. Layers and layers of foul fluff and rotten rheto¬ 
ric are woven into a formidable pile of vapid New 
Age-isms, Hollywood cheese, religious warnings, and 
occult elitism. 

In theatrical magic, conjurors also get accused 
of elitism. After all, their obstinence in maintaining 
the core of the magician’s code (i.e., never reveal 
how a trick is performed) is legendary. And with 
good reasons. First and foremost, the revelation of a 
magician’s method often reduces an amazing magical 
effect to mere trickery. The mysterious experience 
that the magician worked so hard to create is now 
lost amidst a less profound experience of mere 
puzzle-solving. Secondly, the trick is not the trick. 

The presentation is what brings about a convincing 
illusion. While the solution to a trick might involve 
a sleight, a gimmick, or smoke and mirrors, hours 
and hours of practice go into performing a successful 
magic presentation. And it is this intangible aspect 
of a magician’s performance that goes unappreciated 
when a magician simply reveals the secret to a trick. 
And lastly, livelihood becomes a factor. An illusionist 
who reveals all of her secrets not only sabotages her 
own career but her colleagues’ as well. 

Within occult magic® there is also often a code 


of secrecy, but for varying reasons. Like the theatri¬ 
cal magicians, their ritualistic counterparts have 
also placed a high priority on survival. The historical 
oppression, repression, and suppression of ritual 
magick, alchemy, herbalism, divination, and the like 
(even conjuring & juggling!) provide ample argument 
for maintaining a low profile. The Inquisition, along 
with a broad geographical spread of witch trials 
throughout the past five centuries, may seem like 
ancient history. But even less than 100 years ago, all 
but a few occult organizations in Germany felt the 
Nazi boot upon their throats shortly after it kicked 
down their doors. 

Although the Nazis often get linked to the occult 
in various ways, much of the supporting research 
simultaneously tends to consolidate a broad range 
of magical practices, groups, and societies into one 
condensed notion of the Occult (with a capital “O”). 
This broadly painted Occult is then demonized via its 
association with Nazism in much the same way that 
it commonly gets demonized through an association 
with Satanism. Again, we see another layer of shit in 
the magic garden that serves to frighten away those 
who might mistake the fruit for the feces. For those of 
you who do not scare so easily and still prefer not to 
swallow a bunch of crap, hopefully we can agree that 
not all magic® is evil and move forward. 

Magicians on both ends of the magic® spectrum 
(from theatrical magic to high ritual magick) will 
often insist that sifting through the shit is part of 
one’s initiation. And within that initiation comes a 
whole host of pitfalls, obstacles, failings, and revela¬ 
tions that help build the fortitude and character of a 
magic® practitioner. Along the way, the neophyte 
magician also builds a repertoire of useful skills and 
proclivities, which some observers choose to label 
either “black” or “white.” 

In theatrical magic, conjurors seldom make such a 
distinction, but when they do it frequently refers to a 
magician who has performed a particularly dishonor¬ 
able act. For instance, he’s used his talents to commit 
a crime such as fraud or pick-pocketing. Alternatively, 
he may have used his abilities solely for personal 
aggrandizement rather than to amaze and entertain 
the audience. In such instances, he may even perform 


tricks that inflate his ego by belittling others who 
have generously volunteered to unwittingly assist in 
their own public humiliation. Or finally, the magi¬ 
cian may get accused of practicing “black magic” 
for simply taking insights and secrets from other 
entertainers without sharing any of his own in return. 
To some degree, such values as consideration, selfless¬ 
ness, humility, responsibility, and reciprocity parallel 
occult distinctions between so-called “black” and 
“white” magic®. 

Ignoring for a moment the colonial (and even out¬ 
right racist) connotations associated with the black/ 
white magic® dichotomy, we are still left to wrestle 
with notions of good and evil. Part of the problem 
lies with the fact that one witch’s wickedness might 
very well be another magician’s miracle. For example, 
some make the black/white distinction by assert¬ 
ing that white magic® helps others, while black 
magic® is used for personal gain. By this standard 
we might be led to conclude that a health spell cast 
for oneself is “black” while the same spell cast for 
another is “white.” Accordingly, one might assume 
that a relaxing homemade potion brewed from catnip, 
chamomile, and valerian (or water, malted barley, 
and yeast, for that matter) would amount to black 
magic®, while a pro-bono astral hit-job qualifies as 
white magic®. Some will attempt to account for this 
moral paradox by insisting that white magic® hurts 
no one while black magic® causes harm to another. 
However, we are then left with the counterintuitive 
conclusion that any act of self-defense (or even self¬ 
less defense) is ultimately an act of black magic®. 
This begs the all-too-predictable ethical questions, “If 
an act of black magic® is used to prevent a greater 
act of black magic® from harming others, is it 
acceptable? Does it make the first act an act of white 
magic®? Do the ends justify the magic®?” 

If we choose to stay in the Magical Ethics 101 class, 
we’ll soon be so juiced up on post-post-modern moral 
relativism that we will begin asking questions like, “If 
a witch casts a spell in the forest and nobody’s there 
to feel it, does it really make a metaphysical rever¬ 
beration?” So let’s skip class and head for the streets. 

The streets are an excellent place for applied 
magic®. Yet, over the past eight years, the streets 
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have largely been occupied by the vehicular harbingers of the 2,1st 
Century’s two great rallying cries: “Oil War!” and “Global Warming!” 
Seldom has the sea of motors parted to make way for an active, orga¬ 
nized, and empowered citizenry to march their demands for social 
justice into reality. Certainly this century has seen some righteous 
moments: in 2006, half a million people marched in LA for immigra¬ 
tion rights; and in March of 2003 the world witnessed the largest 
protest in history with more than 10 million people demonstrating 
around the globe against the war in Iraq. But these two events— 
along with a scattering of marches in a few major metropolises— 
hardly constitute a movement that can be lauded for its efficacy in 
bringing about positive social change. On the contrary, the annual 
rally on the anniversary of the Iraq invasion has all but become a 
holiday. We may as well call it “Free Speech Day”—the one day out 
of the year when we can gather in public space (providing you have 
the proper permits) and decry the injustices of a blatantly criminal 
government. In addition to all of the Free Speech Day sales, and low- 
interest car loans, there may even be some news coverage. 

Even a little news coverage would be more than the zero news 
coverage of the recent protests in Minneapolis/Saint Paul surround¬ 
ing the Republican National Convention. “What protests?” you ask. 

“Rubber bullets? Tear gas? National Guard? And not even a mention in 
the news?” 

Exactly. Perhaps part of the reason that you didn’t hear much 
about the protests is because large groups of activists were raided 
in their homes, rounded up, arrested, and charged with “felony 
conspiracy to riot” even before the protests really kicked into gear. 

In fact, some protest support groups such as medics, legal observ¬ 
ers, and documentarians were placed under house arrest or chased 
from one place to another by local police. Even Amy Goodman from 
Pacifica Radio’s “Democracy Now” ended up getting arrested for ask¬ 
ing the cops questions. And still no significant media coverage. 

It’s precisely this sort of secretive clampdown that shadows the 
pages of history books. While the clandestine magic® of secret 
societies may have honorable motivations, what we are confronting 
instead is the vulgar manifestation of a society of secrets. Perhaps 
the dismissive tendencies that so often surround magic® have also 
tainted our present attitudes towards achieving social justice: we 
fear that our actions will have no effect; yet, we fear the effects of 
our actions. In the end, we are paralyzed by fear and fail to act at all. 
This is exactly the spellbinding effect that such intimidation hopes 
to achieve. And those who would warn against taking action for fear 
of consequences or results are already caught in their snare. After all, 
there are consequences tied to spectating just as there are conse¬ 
quences tied to acting. 


By choosing NOT to act you are 
making a willful decision to let others 
determine the outcome. 


Although the Center for Tactical Magic doesn’t generally buy into 
the black/white magic® dualism, there’s no denying that there’s 
some pretty grim mojo bubbling away out there. On the brighter 
side, we can use their crap to make the garden grow. And consider¬ 
ing how much shit is getting shoveled these days, there ought to be 
enough fruit to go around for anyone who’s not afraid to get their 
hands a little dirty. By planting some magic® seeds we might end 
up with thorns, or berries, or both. However, if we don’t sow the 
seeds, the weeds take over. And history has shown us what that 
looks like. 

Comparing our present times with those of Nazi Germany, the 
Salem Witch Trials, and the Spanish Inquisition may seem overly 
theatrical, but it’s our sincere hope that the stage is set for a great 
transformation rather than a vanishing act. Either way, the show 
will go on, and there seems to be little room left for spectators in 
this theater of conflict. And so we refute the notion that what we are 
calling for is some sort of magical moral relativism. Because what we 
are truly calling forth is nothing short of the complete and irrevoca¬ 
ble unleashing of the creative and prophetic power of the multitude. 
Why? Because it works. And because we can have fun doing it. © 

The Center for Tactical Magic is a moderate, international think tank 
dedicated to the research, development, and deployment of all types of 
magicQz) towards positive social transformation, 
tacticalmagic. org 
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WEAVER 

The Ax in the Oak’ 

Delies the usual expectations 
of the singer/songwriter genre. 

Cl eel ionic and acoustic elements 
mix with textural results that are 
evocative and hushed, darkly 
romantic and melancholy. 
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CORDERO 

‘De Ddnde Eres' 

ANI CQRDFRO and the boys Ihread 
their tension laden indie rock sound 
with o both-sides-of-the-border mys¬ 
tery end gentle melodies recalling 
forebears such as Nick Drake and OS 
Mu tantes. On tour all Fall. 
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ADVANCED STANDING 
BY 

GREGORY SHEWCHUK 





T he other day in Echo Park I came across a familiar scene: a cop standing over 
a group of adolescents while his partner ran their background checks. These 
kids—I’m guessing they were 12 or 13 years old—had climbed a fence into a 
schoolyard, presumably to ride their skateboards. Now the boards were scattered at 
their feet and they were face down on the pavement, most likely wondering what the 
fuck is wrong with this world. 

I could relate to the little monsters because, sadly, even as a grown man I find 
myself hopping fences and skating spots at risk of being caught by actual gun-toting 
policemen. There’s not many places to skate in a congested city (oh wait, they just 
had the X-Games downtown, maybe those millions in revenue will trickle their way 
towards another tiny, overregulated, overcrowded skatepark in a distant corner of 
LA) and a schoolyard is a decent place to cruise around in the open air to practice 
my craft, without worrying about getting hit by a car or endangering pedestrians and 
business-goers. 

So hop and hustle I do, like I have since I was 13, to skate in relative peace until the 
cavalry rolls through. It’s embarrassing and laughable and scary. And as a taxpaying 
citizen, concerned as we all are about the state of our union, the conditions of our 
schools, gang violence, and so on, I can’t help but stagger at this irony that has been 
perpetuated in every American city for the past 30 years: kids are racking up criminal 
records, fines, and sentences for BREAKING INTO SCHOOLS TO PURSUE PHYSICAL 
EDUCATION. Aren’t our children fat and sad enough yet? Are physical challenge and 
creativity really that threatening to our society? 

To understand what makes skateboarding so compelling, so fascinating to the 
maniacal hoodlums that dwell in every neighborhood from the ghettoes to the hills, 
you must look beneath the surface and recognize the internal processes at work. Kids 
are not risking their teeth, wrists, testicles and spinal cords jumping down staircases 
into traffic because they think it will make their friends like them more. They don’t do 
it because it’s anti-establishment or high-fashion or some kind of career path towards 
being a video game soda guy with a TV show. There are better ways of social climbing 
that don’t involve rolling around in gutters bleeding from the palms as calls of “fag¬ 
got!” come from passing cars. 



youi&e 


completely" 


Skateboarding is the source of so 
much expression and inspiration and 
mind-blowing progression because it 
consumes the participant in 
the fires of self-transformation. 


Kids—humans in general—need to grow, and we do it by sparking the creative energy 
that resides in our bones. Skateboarding, the unencumbered progressive form, is a 
vital opportunity to learn. 

Generally speaking there are four ways to learn: rote (practice, practice, practice), 
informal (learning from life experience), formal (teachers, schools, educational sys¬ 
tems), and non-formal (organized learning that takes place outside of formal learning 
systems). It is worth noting that play is categorized as an informal learning technique, 
regarded as advanced behavior seen only in developed vertebrates with the security 
for leisure time: big cats, orcas, human beings, etc. For the sake of this argument, we’ll 
use a Wikipedia definition of play: “behavior which has no particular end in itself, but 
improves performance in similar situations in the future.” 

Skateboarding is largely non-formal learning (bro sessions) with healthy amounts 
of solitary practice, but at the core most people would consider skateboarding 
a form of play. Arguably having no particular end in itself—outside of occasional 
transportation—the question may be asked of skateboarding: what future situa¬ 
tions might be affected by improved performance? For unlike tigers and orcas— 
for whom aggressive, dangerous play might be said to improve hunting or defense 
skills or other mundane life-sustaining abilities — humans play for potentially 
transcendent experiences. Learning on a skateboard isn’t just about where to put 
your feet and how to move your body, but about adjusting and elevating certain 
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mental and emotional behaviors and 
perceptions. As the basic physical skills 
are learned, an extremely high level of 
internal growth can also take place. A 
skateboard is simultaneously an instru¬ 
ment, a language, and a philosophy, all 
to be mastered with individual style. 
Sidewalk surfing is a deep form. It’s fun, 
seriously. 

What transcendent things might you 
learn on a skateboard? How could this 
knowledge be applied? Contemplate 
the following: a skateboarder develops 
advanced fear management by con¬ 
fronting physical dangers and repeat¬ 
edly conquering the self-preservation 
mechanisms of the ego. Skating sharp¬ 
ens physical problem-solving skills: 
discovering different ways to perceive 
and navigate obscure geometric spaces, 
finding efficient lines and opportuni¬ 
ties where a lesser adept might see 
nothing at all. Skateboarders under¬ 
stand gravity and radial acceleration 
perhaps better than anyone alive. 
Skateboarders develop balance and 
awareness. Skateboarding fosters skills 
of focus, perseverance, independence, 
patience, visualization, actualization, 
and commitment. It also worth noting 
that skating well can improve the abil¬ 
ity to shine—that is, to perform unex¬ 
pected and unprecedented maneuvers, 
cast in a certain light of style, for oth¬ 
ers to behold. Skateboarders learn to 
evolve, and learn to communicate those 
insights so that others are inspired to 
evolve as well. 

As a successful non-formal learn¬ 
ing community, skaters tend to eschew 
imposed regulations and teaching tech¬ 
niques. Skateboarding is constant inde¬ 
pendent study, so there is no need for 
school. How you choose to interact and 
study and learn the art of skateboarding 
is up to the individual skater alone. But 
for the sake of Advanced Standing, where 
we consider the mind-body continuum 
as experienced through skateboarding, I 
would like to address a radical spiritual 
teaching, a formal learning technique, 
that might be applicable to the material 
process of sidewalk surfing: the Buddhist 
concept of Shoshin—Beginner’s Mind. 

If you want a proper introduction to 
the oft-bandied and greatly misunder¬ 
stood philosophy of Zen Buddhism, I 
suggest The Way of Zen by Alan Watts. 
Let me be very clear about one thing: 
Buddhism is an ancient religion with 
a lineage of master teachers who have 
dedicated their lives to following the 
Way. It’s not misty platitudes for well- 
gardened clever types. Like all great 
religions it’s some real shit and one 
of the reasons Zen has resonated so 
strongly with the martial arts in Asia is 
because it deals directly with life and 
death, cultivating unwavering atten¬ 
tion in every instant. For this reason it 
is also very appropriate for skateboard¬ 
ing. Consider the following words of 
Shunryu Suzuki, author of Zen Mind 
Beginner's Mind: 

“In the beginner’s mind there are 

many possibilities, in the expert’s 

mind there are few. 


the secret is just to say ‘Yes!’ 
and jump off from here. Then 
there is no problem. It means to be 
yourself, always yourself, without 
sticking to an old self. 

“When you do something, you 
should burn yourself completely, 
like a good bonfire, leaving no trace 
of yourself.” 

Most skaters probably have some 
experience with this freedom—getting 
so deep into the moment that you are 
happily lost and everything is possible. 
It often happens when you learn a new 
trick, skate a new spot, or skate with 
someone who pushes you a little further 
than you think you can go. It’s the thrill 
of progression, the majesty of participat¬ 
ing in an evolving art. The open-ended¬ 
ness of material skateboarding resonates 
with spiritual open-mindedness, allow¬ 
ing a flow of unlimited possibility. Are 
you in? Can you stay open-minded and 
consciously and compassionately (to 
yourself, as well as others) practice this 
technique of no-technique? This is to 
start learning about something very pro¬ 
found, very deep, very real. This is mind- 
body technique, a way to learn balance 
and wisdom. 

Plenty of people read and chat about 
Zen and the Tao (and every other reli¬ 
gious/spiritual/scientific philosophy), 
but how many people live them in 
motion? How many people put it on the 
line? Take the opportunity and do this. 
Go skating, and see if you can engage in 
an experience without any preconceived 
ideas. Let go of judgments and attach¬ 
ments. Anticipate nothing. Don’t think 
about yourself and who you are and 
how you skate. Be a completely open- 
minded beginner, drinking in the flow 
of time. Don’t assign names or values to 
anything. Don’t trip. Surprise yourself. 
It doesn’t mean you have to do a switch- 
hardflip down a 12,-stair; it doesn’t have 
to be a trick, it just has to be fresh. 

Learn something new each session. 
Learn something new with each move¬ 
ment. In that way, you will be reborn 
with each moment, leaving no trace of 
your old self. 

Students of reality: skate and destroy. 
Epilogue: I returned to that schoolyard 
in Echo Park to try and take a picture 
of the young skaters getting busted, 
but they were back on the sidewalk by 
then. The cops were holding only one of 
them; he must’ve had a warrant or prior 
of some sort ... maybe writing graffiti or 
something else equally insidious. I hope 
those kids learned something from this 
experience. © 


L.A.-based columnist Greg Shewchuk 
is the director ofthe Land of Plenty 
Skateboard Foundation. 
thelandoJplenty.org 

Joseph Remnant is an artist/cartoonist 
living in Los Angeles. He is currently 
working on a collection of comics 
that he hopes to publish sometime 
in the next year, remnantart.net 
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arthur 


CONSTELLATION 


These stars help bring arthur magazine to you... 


For information on how to become a 
Star in the Arthur Constellation, send 
an inquiry to distro@arthurmag.com 


CALIFORNIA 

Amoeba Berkeley 
2455 Telegraph Ave. 

Berkeley, CA 94704 

510.549.1125 

amoeba.com 

Amoeba Hollywood 
6400 Sunset Blvd. 

Los Angeles, CA 
323.245.6400 

Amoeba San Francisco 
1855 Haight St. 

San Francisco, CA 94117 

415.831.1200 

amoeba.com 

Beyond Baroque 
681 Venice Blvd. 

Venice, CA 

310.822.3006 

beyondbaroque.org 

Bomp Records 
P.0. Box 7112 
Burbank, CA 91505 
bomp.com 

Brown Bear 
289 Divisadero Street 
San Francisco, CA 94117 
415.626.5779 

CineFamily 
611 N. Fairfax Ave. 

Los Angeles, CA 90036 

323.655.2510 

cinefamily.org 

Citizen Video 
2207 Fern Street 
San Diego CA 92104 
619.281.3456 
citizen-video.com 

Comic Relief 
2026 Shattuck Ave 
Berkeley, CA 94704 
510.843.5002 
comicrelief.net 

Community Thrift Store 
623 Valencia St 
San Francisco, CA 94110 
(415) 861-4910 

communitythrift.bravehost.com 

Counterpoint Records 

& Books 

5911 Franklin Ave. 

Los Angeles, CA 90028 
323.957.7965 

counterpointrecordsandbooks. 

com 

Family 

436 N. Fairfax Ave. 

Los Angeles, CA 90036 

323.782.9221 

familylosangeles.com 

Gaylord’s Cafe Espresso 
4150 Piedmont Ave 
Oakland, CA 94611-5110 
510.658.2877 

Lost Weekend 
1034 Valencia St 
San Francisco, CA 94110 
415.643.3373 


The Lower Haters 

597 Haight St 

San Francisco, CA 94117 

415.864.6549 

lowerhater.co 

Modern Times 
888 Valencia St 
San Francisco, CA 94110 
415.282.9246 
mtbs.com 

Nabolom Bakery 
2708 Russell 
Berkeley, CA 94705 
510.845.BAKE 
nabolom.com 

Needles and Pens 
3253 16th Street, 

San Francisco, CA 94103 
(415) 255-1534 
needles-pens.com 

Northtown Books 
957 H St. 

Areata, CA 95520 

northtownbooks.com 

707.822.2834 

1-2-3-4 GO! Records 
419 40th Street 
Oakland, CA, 94609 
510-985-0325 
l234gorecords.com 

Painted Bird 
1201 A Guerrero St. 

San Francisco, CA 94110 

415.401.7027 

paintedbird.org 

Pendragon 
5560 College Ave, 

Oakland, CA 
510.652.6259 

Pretty Penny 
5488 College Avenue 
Oakland, CA 94618 
510.594.9219 
prettypennyclothing.com 

Revolver/Midheaven 

revolverusa.blogspot.com 

Rock, Paper, Scissors 
2278 Telegraph Ave 
Oakland, CA 94612 
510.238.9171 
rpscollective.com 

Saturn Records 
5488 College Ave. 

Oakland, CA 94618 

510.654.0335 

saturnrecords.com 

Symthe’s Accordion Center 
416 25th Street, 

Oakland, CA 94612 
510.268.4084 

smythesaccordioncenter.com 

Sound Trolley Records 
440 East 17th Street 
Costa Mesa, CA 92627 
949.642.4846 

St. Francis Fountain 
2801 24th St 
San Francisco, CA 94110 
(415) 826-4200 


Super 7 

628 Post Street 

San Francisco, CA 94115 

415.409.4700 

super7store.com 

Tacos Villa Corona 
3185 Glendale Blvd 
Los Angeles, CA 90039 
323.661.3458 

FLORIDA 

Sweat Records 
5505 NE 2nd Ave. 

Miami, FL 33137 
sweatrecordsmiami.com 

Backbone Music 
61 SE 4th Ave 
Delray Beach, FL 33483 
561.266.BONE 

ILLINOIS 

Permanent Records 
1914 W. Chicago Ave, 
Chicago, IL 60622 

INDIANA 

TDs CDs & LPs 
322 East Kirkwood Ave 
Bloomington, IN 47408 
812.336.7677 
myspace.com/tdscdslps 

Landlocked Music 
314 S. Washington St 
Bloomington, IN 47401 
812.339.2574 
landlockedmusic.com 

LOUISIANA 

minicine?/swampland 
846 Texas Avenue 
Shreveport, LA 71101 
swampland.org 

MAINE 

Time-Lag Records 
211 Marginal Way 
PO Box 9715-162 
Portland, Maine 04101 
time-lagrecords.com 

MARYLAND 

Atomic Books 
MOO W 36th St 
Baltimore, MD 21211 
410.662.4444 
www.atomicbooks.com 

The True Vine 
1123 W 36th St 
Baltimore, MD 21211 
410.235.4500 
thetruevinerecordshop.com 

MASSACHUSETTS 

Ecstatic Yod Collective 
221 Pine Street #441 
Florence, MA 01062 
413.587.9400 
yod.com 

Forced Exposure 
219 Medford Street 
Malden, MA 02148 
forcedexposure.com 


Mystery Train Records 
12 N Pleasant St 
Amherst, MA 01002 
413.253.4776 

Pazzo Books 
1898a Centre St. 

West Roxbury, MA 02132 

pazzobooks.com 

617.323.2919 

Pleasant Street Video 
29 Pleasant St 
Northampton, MA 01060 
413.584.6762 
pleasantstvideo.com 

Aboveground Records 
PO Box 2568 
#8 Great Harbor Triangle 
Edgartown, MA 02539 
508.627.4678 

myspace.com/abovegroundrecs 

MICHIGAN 

Book Beat 
26010 Greenfield 
Oak Park, Ml 48237 
248.968.1190 
thebookbeat.com 

MINNESOTA 

Big Brain Comics 
1027 Washington Avenue, 

South 

Minneapolis, MN 55415 

612.338.4390 

bigbraincomics.com 

MISSOURI 

Apop Records 
2831 Cherokee 
Saint Louis, MO 63118 
314.664.6575 
apoprecords.com 

MONTANA 

Ear Candy Music 
624 South Higgins 
Missoula, MT 59801 
406.542.5029 
earcandymusic.nu 

NEW HAMPSHIRE 

Toadstool Bookshop 
12 Depot Sq. 

Peterborough, NH 03458 

603.924.3543 

toadbooks.com 

NEW MEXICO 

Discobolus Rechords 
HC 81 Box 629 
Questa, NM 87556 
discobolus.net 

NEW YORK 

Desert Island 
540 Metropolitan Ave 
Brooklyn NYII2II 
718.388.5087 
desertislandbrooklyn.com 


Labyrinth Press Company 
12 E. 4th Street 
Jamestown, NY 14701 
716.484.0777 
myspace.com/ 
labyrinthpresscompany 

Mud Coffee Trucks 
307 East 9th St 
New York, NY 10003 
themudtruck.com 

NORTH CAROLINA 

Harvest Records 
415 Haywood Rd 
Asheville, NC 28806 
828.258.2999 
harvest-records.com 

Offbeat Music 
905 W Main St 
Durham, NC 27701 
919.688.7022 

OHIO 

Music Saves 
15801 Waterloo Road 
Cleveland, OH 44110 
216.481.1875 
musicsaves.com 

Revival 

822 Market Street 
Akron, OH 44303 
330.762.4845 
revivalresale.com 

OREGON 

Cherry Sprout Produce 
772 N. Sumner St. 

Portland, OR 92717 
503.833.2830 

Reading Frenzy 
921 SW Oak St. 

Portland, OR 97205 

503.274.1449 

readingfrenzy.com 

The Waypost 
3120 N Williams Avenue 
Portland, OR 97227 
503.367.3182 
hewaypost.com 

PENNSYLVANIA 

Digital Ferret 
732 S. 4th St. 

Philadelphia, PA 19147 

215.925.9259 

isotank.com 

National Mechanics 
22 South 3rd St. 

Philadelphia, PA 19106 

215.701.4883 

nationalmechanics.com 

Paul’s CDs 
4526 Liberty Ave 
Pittsburgh, PA 15224 
412.621.3256 

TENNESSEE 

Goner Records 
2152 Young Ave 
Memphis, TN 38104 
goner-records.com 
901.722.0095 


TEXAS 

BackSpin Records 
4631 Airport Blvd. 

Suite A 

Austin, Texas 78751 

Domy Books 
1709 Westheimer 
Houston, TX 77098 

Domy Book 
913 E Cesar Chavez 
Austin, TX 78702 

Good Records 
1808 Greenville Ave. 

Dallas, TX 75206 

214.752.4663 

goodrecords.com 

Trailer Space Records 
I40I-A Rosewood Ave. 
Austin, TX 78702 
512.542.9001 

UTAH 

CD Warehouse 
435 North 1680 East, 

Unit #12 

St. George, UT 84790 

Groovacious 
173 North 100 West 
Cedar City, UT 84720 

The Bean Scene Coffee 
&Art Cafe 
511 E. St. George Blvd 
St. George, UT 84770 

VIRGINIA 

Plaza Artist Materials 
927 West Grace Street 
Richmond, VA 23220 
www.plazaart.com 

WASHINGTON 

Easy Street Records 
4559 California Avenue SW 
Seattle, WA 98116-4110 
206.938.3279 

WISCONSIN 

Atomic Records 
1813 E. Locust Street 
Milwaukee, Wl 53211 

CANADA 

Vinyl Diner 
628-B Broadway Ave. 
Saskatoon, SK, Canada 
S7N IA9 

CKUW95.9 FM 
515 Portage Ave 
Winnipeg, MB, Canada 
R3B 2E9 

CISM 89.3 FM 
2332, Edouard-Montpetit, 
office C-1509 
Montreal, Quebec 
Canada 
H3C 3J7 
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ANNE BRIGGS LINDA THOMPSON 

Sing A Sorrg For You CD Give Me A Sad Song CD 


Record e<J in 1973 with the 
legendary Barry Dratisfleld but 
remaining unreleesod tor more 
irtan 20 years. Sing A Song For 
You captures Anne Briggs at her 
glorious best. "Her choice of songs 
is jiiw&culaio, her my ot 
tfe&mting a metotiy utterly original 
white sounding, at the same time, 
traditional*' -IsI & Norma Waterson 


Give Me A Sad Song is a wonderful 
historical collection of previously- 
umelfeased demos and rare (racks 
IhOm Linda Thompson, including 
demos from 1970 recorded with 
Marlin Earthy, Unties contributions 
to an album of Brian Patten's poems, 
songs written by Richard Thompson 
far a proposed stage musical Irom 
the mkJ-TDs and some powerful 
tracks whh Betsy Cook. 


Treasures 5CD BOX 

a comprehensively chronicled 5CD 
tongbw of music by (be woman 
Richard Thompson refers lo as 
1 She greatest British female artist of 
her generation" Featuring classic 
as welt as previausty-unreleased 
tracks by The Strowbs, Falrport 
Convention, Fothertogay. as we It 
as solo tracks, demos and borne 
recordings. Just about perfect In 
every way. 

"■— — ■- - - -- 

ANNE BKgEGS 

* A Seng fw Yc*t 


VARIOUS ARTISTS 
White Bkydes; 

Making Music fri the J9$Qs CD 

White Bicycfesls the audio 
companion to legendary producer 
Jm Boyd's autobiography - tracing 
the story uf Joe's production 
work in London during tha'60^ 
Arlisls include: Erie Clapton & 
Powerhouse, The Inc radiblc 
String Rand, Pink Floyd, Soft 
Machine. Falrport Convention, 

Nick Drake, Vashll Busty an, John & 
Beverley Martyrs Chris McGregor's 
Broth e-mood of Breath, Nice end 
more 
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FLEDG LING RECORDS 

Fuit catalog flowdiutibutedtn toe US 



DORIS HENDERSON WITH 
JOHN REWBOURN 

Watch The Store CD 

First leased In 1R67, Watch The 
Stan is a remarkable long-lost gem 
trorn the mid- ‘605 British folk revival 
A beautiful collection of toil, blues 
and haikus, the album melds a toik- 
boom topicality with a line “heat" 
sensibility, uniting the Afro-American 
West Coast with suburban London 
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C3AVV GRAHAM 


DAVY GRAHAM 

Folk, Blues & Beyond CD 

Originally re “eased on Dacca in 
1965, Davy Graham's second solo 
record r& one ol the mutonvorittof 
the '60s UK folk revival, m utterly 
convincing collection of \mi, folk, 
blues and Middle Eastern styles 
magically woven together with 

masterful guitar playing, levingly 
remastered, with restored original 
artwork, S bonus tracks and 
unpublished photographs. 


THE CHRIS MCGREGOR TRIO 

Our Prayer CD 

Fted'gimg presents Oar Payer, 
a heretofore unreleased i960 
recording from itaGlHfe McGregor 
Trio Comprised of McGregor, the 
Blue Note's Louis Mohelo and 
Garre Phillips, mastered from the 
original tapes, produced try Jde 
B oyd, and appended with unseen 
photographs by Vak WLlmcr 



R lit HARD THOMPSON 

Henry The Human FtyC P 


Richard Thompson's 1st solo 
album, originally issued by Island 
in 1972. Isa stunning luur da 
lore* - an absolute classic of 
English music that was recently 
voted by JM 0J0 as one Of the Lop 
guitar albums of all time. For this 
remastered edition. Fledg'llng 
have restored alt the ordinal 
artwork included song lyrics and 
added several previously-unseen 
photograpits. 



FOTHERINGAY 

2 CD 


2 is the highly-anticipated and never- 
released tollOw-up to Fathering**''$ 
sole release recorded to 1970 and 
including all members - Sandy Denny, 
Pal Donaldson, Trevor Lucas. Gerry 
Conway, end Jerry Donahue. This 
reissue will undoubtedly join their 
debul as a classic of Sr ifrsh folk-rock 
- timeless. 



FGTHERINGAY 

Fotheringay CD 


Fotfierlngay'S debut album from 1970 
has long been regarded as one of the 
greatest achievements of British folk- 
retfc Together Gandy Benny, Trevor 
Lucas, Jerry Donahue, Pat Donaldson 
and Gerry Conway created a limeless, 
magical artifact for this carefully 
remastered edition, Fledg'llng have 
restored at! of the original artwork 
and added 4 bonus tracks. 



SHIRLEY COLLINS The Power 
Of The True Love Knot CD 


This 1967 masterpiece was 
produced by Joe Boyd with exquisite 
arrangements by [tolly Collins end 
contributions bom Robin Wil liamson, 
Mike Heron of The Incredrbte String 
Band, and Dram Martin (cellist on 
The Beatles' ^Eleanor Fhgby"iTbe 
songs on this record belong to ladies 
fair end tender, the balled-heroines 
with illy hangs, twined in toe True- 
Lower's Knot 



FRENCH, FRITH, KAISER, 

THOMPSON 

love, Larf & Loaf CD 


1 9tf7's tart & loaf is a 

wonderful and rare collaboration 
between tour experimental world- 
class master musicians: John 
French (Captain Beefheart's 
Magic Band); Fred Frith (Henry 
Cowl; Henry Kaiser end Richard 
Thompson I Fa irpwt Convention). 
Oddball humor, offbeat cover tunes 
end gad- like playing make tor a 
wild rid& toe lodes 4 bonus tracks. 



ROBIN WILLIAMSON & 
HIS MERRY BAND 

Journey's Edge CD 


la 1975, as TTie Incredible Sin ng 
Band dissolved. member and chief 
bard Robin Williamson moved to Los 
Angeles. He began work recording a 
tremendous body of new songs that 
didn't fliln with late-period String 
Band, eventually released as the tong 
Ont-oT-prInt Journey's Edge,, now 
reissued w/10 unreleased bonus cuts. 
Pure |$B magic- 


exclusively distributed by c U AAC11 Af These title* available nr fine independent record stores nr online or www.fo reed expo sure, corn 

FUKI t II ► X mrU V11K K Retailers: rccu rtf who 1 0 sate 1 n f n r m ati □ r i r nm fetE-forc ede xpgsure .com 








































I poked my head up from writing my book a couple 
of months ago to engage with Arthur readers about 
the subject I was working on: the credit crunch and 
what to do about it [see “Riding Out the Credit Crisis” 
in Arthur No. 29/May 2,008, also available online at 
arthurmag.com/magpie]. I got more email about that 
piece than anything I have written since a column 
threatening to defect from the Mac community back 
in the Quadra days. 

Many readers thought I was hinting at something 
under the surface—a conspiracy, of sorts, to take 
money from the poor and give it to the rich. It sounded 
to many like I was describing an economic system 
actually designed—planned—to redistribute income 
in the worst possible ways. 

I guess I’d have to agree with that premise. Only it’s 
not a secret conspiracy. It’s an overt one, and playing 
out in full view of anyone who has time (time is money, 
after all) to observe it. 


The mortgage and credit crisis wasn’t merely pre¬ 
dictable; it was predicted. And not by a market bear 
or conspiracy theorist, but by the people and institu¬ 
tions responsible. The record number of foreclosures, 
credit defaults, and, now, institutional collapses is not 
the result of the churn of random market forces, but 
rather a series of highly lobbied changes to law, highly 
promoted ideologies of wealth and home ownership, 
and monetary policies highly biased toward corporate 
greed. 

It all started to make sense to me when attended 
Learning Center’s Wealth Expo earlier this year—a 
seminar where teachers of The Secret™, the hosts of 
Flip This House, George Foreman, Tony Robbins and 
Former Fed Chairman Alan Greenspan purportedly 
taught the thousands in attendance how to take advan¬ 
tage of the current foreclosure boom. Using language 
borrowed from today’s more money-centric New Age 
spiritualists, as well as the get-rich-quick books of the 
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early 1900s “New Thought Movement” on which these 
pyramid schemes are based (such as Elizabeth Towne’s 
The Science of Getting Rich or Napoleon Hill’s Think and 
Grow Rich), they encouraged their mostly black audi¬ 
ence to get on the ladder to success by purchasing edu¬ 
cational DVDs and wealth-building “systems.” 

These courses all promised to teach the properly 
motivated American how to find homeowners down 
on their luck and approaching foreclosure, as well as 
how to buy those homes from under them and resell 
them at a great profit. What made the spectacle dou¬ 
bly outrageous were not the dancing girls or indoor 
fireworks; it was the fact that most of the participants 
were themselves desperate former homeowners, whose 
illnesses, divorces, fires, and floods had put them in to 
foreclosure, too. Get it? They were paying to learn how 
to feed on people just like themselves. 

While most of the speakers and seminar leaders 
might be expected to show up at a Learning Center 
pyramid scheme convention, what the hell was Alan 
Greenspan doing there? First off, he was trying to make 
some money. He had a new book out, and this was a 
good way to pitch it to a few thousand potential buyers 
at once. On a deeper level, though, we can only assume 
he was there to pump some much-needed air into the 
collapsing real estate balloon. These poor folks might 
just be dumb enough to try to borrow some money to 
purchase foreclosed properties from banks and other 
lenders that had themselves made disastrous invest¬ 
ments during Greenspan’s tenure. His presence lent 
credibility to the current, lowbrow version of the same 
scam over which he presided as Fed Chair. 

The whole show was a fitting metaphor for the 
credit crunch, a misnamed sabotage of the credit sys¬ 
tem by institutions with the problem of too much, not 
too little, money to put to work. As I explained in my 
last column, “Riding Out the Credit Crisis,” banks and 
credit institutions simply had more money on hand 
than they had people who were qualified to borrow it. 
So they changed the law to create more demand for the 
money they had in oversupply. 

The banking industry lobbied to reduce the remain¬ 
ing regulations on its lending practices. They won a 
repeal of the Glass-Steagall Act, a law enacted just after 
the depression as a way to prevent regular savings 
banks from doing risky things with depositors’ money. 
A “Chinese Wall” was put in place between banks and 
investment brokerages, preventing conflicts of inter¬ 
est and limiting financial institutions’ power over both 
the lending and borrowing sides of the same transac¬ 
tions. With the repeal of the Act in 1999, banks were 
now free use their capital to lend money to unworthy 
borrowers, package those loans, and then underwrite 
the sale of those loans to other institutions—such as 
pension funds. 

Meanwhile, the credit industry spent over $100 mil¬ 
lion lobbying to change bankruptcy laws. Although a 
corporation in bankruptcy still has its debts erased, 
the regulations surrounding personal bankruptcy 
were changed so that personal debts stay on the books 
forever. The logic they used to argue for the change 
was that debtors are smart, gaming the system to buy 
beyond their means and then declaring bankruptcy at 
the last minute. 

But the very same creditors knew that just the oppo¬ 
site was true—as evidenced by their sales tactics and 
marketing campaigns. They turned to a social science 
known as behavioral finance —the study of the way 
people consistently act against their own best financial 
interests, as well as how to exploit these psychologi¬ 
cal weaknesses when peddling questionable securities 
and products. 

These are proven behaviors with industry-accepted 
names like “money illusion bias,” “loss aversion 
theory,” “irrationality bias,” and “time discounting.” 
People do not borrow opportunistically, but irratio¬ 
nally. As if looking at objects in the distance, they see 


future payments as smaller than ones in the present— 
even if they are actually larger. They are more reluc¬ 
tant to lose a small amount of money than gain a larger 
one—no matter the probability of either in a particular 
transaction. They do not consider the possibility of any 
unexpected negative event occurring between the day 
they purchase something and the day they will ulti¬ 
mately have to pay for it. 

Credit card and mortgage promotions are worded 
to take advantage of these inaccurate perceptions and 
irrational behaviors. “Zero percent” introductory fees 
effectively camouflage regular interest rates up to 20 
or 30 percent. Lowering minimum payment require¬ 
ments from the standard 5 percent to 2 or 3 percent of 
the outstanding balance looks attractive to borrowers. 
The corresponding increase in interest charges and 
additional years to pay off the debt will end up costing 
them more than triple the original balance. It is irra¬ 
tional for them to make purchases and borrow money 
under these terms, or to prefer them to the original 
ones. But they do. We do. This behavior is not limited to 
the trailer park renters of the rural south, but extends 
to the highly educated, highly leveraged co-op owners 
of the Northeast. 

Combine this with George Bush’s campaign to con¬ 
vince Americans that home ownership is a virtue— 
itself a revival of a strategy intended to assuage the 
resentment of veterans returning from World War 
II—and you end up with a population willing to do 
almost anything to “get into” a house, and a mortgage 
lending industry ready to provide the instruments 
capable of doing it. Once the mortgage rates shifted 
and homeowners began to default, the people who 
created the mess were largely safe. Bankers and high- 
salaried directors received their bonuses for a job well 
done, and the only people who lost money were the 
hapless shareholders—people like you and me—who 
might own some supposedly low-risk bank stocks. And, 
of course, all the people who were holding mortgages 
bigger than the total value of their homes. 


Our monetary system is 
itself a shell game, with 
losers built into the very 
rules. The more the credit 
industry dominates our 
economy, the more losers 
there will inevitably be. 


The fiction is that the money just “vanished.” 
Financial newspapers and cable TV business channels 
say that the value of holdings has been “erased” by 
market downturns, but it hasn’t been erased at all. It’s 
on the negative side of one balance sheet, and the posi¬ 
tive side of someone else’s. While Goldman Sachs was 
underwriting mortgage-backed securities of dubious 
value, it was simultaneously selling them short. Take the 
example of John Paulson, a trader who earned himself 
$4 billion and his funds another $15 billion in one year 
by betting against the housing market. For help pre¬ 
dicting the extent of the downturn, Paulson hired none 
other than Alan Greenspan as an advisor to his hedge 
fund. The Fed Chairman who encouraged the housing 
bubble even after it began to crash is now cashing in 
on the very devastation his policies created. The money 
did not disappear at all. It merely changed hands. 
People’s homes were just a medium for the redistribu¬ 
tion of wealth. 


That’s because the biggest industry in America— 
maybe the only real industry left—is credit itself: 
money is lent into existence by the central bank, and 
then lent again to regional banks, savings and loans, 
and eventually to you and me. Each bank along the way 
takes its cut; the final borrower is the only one who has 
to figure out how to pay it back, with interest, by the 
close of the contract. 

The problem is, in order to pay back three or four 
dollars on every one dollar borrowed, someone else 
has to lose. Our monetary system is itself a shell game, 
with losers built into the very rules. The more the 
credit industry dominates our economy, the more los¬ 
ers there will inevitably be. Federal government bail¬ 
outs of credit industry giants, such as the one currently 
being orchestrated for mortgage guarantors Freddie 
Mac and and Fannie Mae, just shift the burden from 
the private sector to the public one. Privately packaged 
loans were guaranteed and resold by these companies, 
whose own aggressive practices ended in calamity. 
Now the taxpayers—you and me—are left holding the 
multi-billion-dollar bag of debt. 

As anyone in any business at all well understands— 
even the editor of this magazine, I’m sure—one has to 
borrow money to do almost anything real in this soci¬ 
ety. Anything that requires a resource, a supply, an 
office, a piece of ground, transportation, also requires 
a bit of capital. That capital has to be borrowed. And 
if it’s not coming from a friend or from mom or dad, 
it’s being borrowed from an institution that borrowed 
from another institution that borrowed it, and so on, 
and so on. 

Participation in business or, in most of our cases, 
land or home ownership, means helping put those 
wheels of the credit industry in motion. And the more 
we push, the more momentum they gain, and the more 
influence they have over an increasingly large portion 
of our experience. Reality becomes defined by credit 
sectors, and our time is consumed more each day with 
wondering how we’re going to pay back what we’ve 
borrowed. 

Every once in a while, though, we break the rules 
and get to see the possibility for another kind of 
economy. Whether it’s an alternative currency, an 
open source software solution, or the simple good 
faith gifts we make to one another for creating value 
in each other’s lives. It’s the way Arthur readers bailed 
out the magazine a few months ago, within a few hours 
of when creditors would have turned off the lights in 
the editor’s apartment bedroom (which doubles as the 
Arthur office). Or the way Robert Anton Wilson’s fans 
came to his rescue via Paypal to let the ailing writer 
die at home in his bed rather than a free city hospi¬ 
tal (thus saving the taxpayers a whole lot more money 
than we raised and spent). 

Without getting spiritual or mushy, we can agree 
that there are self-perpetuating cycles of greed and 
generosity in which we can participate. The more we 
commit to one or the other, the more of the world con¬ 
forms to its rules. © 


New York-based columnist Douglas Rushkoffs comic series, 
Testament, is now complete and available in four collected 
trade paperback volumes. He's releasing a book and film, 
Life Incorporated, next spring. 

Arik Moonhawk Roper is a Brooklyn-based illustrator of all 
things real, unreal and in between. He’s just finished a book 
on mushrooms, which will be out next spring, and is now 
working on new visual voyages. 
arikroper.com. 
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WE'VE DROPPED OUR RATES! 
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"PARADISE NOW: THE LIVING 
THEATRE IN AMERIKA" 
LIMITED EDITION DVD_ 


ARTHURNIGHTS 2006 POSTER BY 
MAYA HAYUK_ 


ARTHURFEST 2005 POSTER BY 
ARIK MOONHAWK ROPER_ 


ARTHUR "MAGPIE" BLOG 
(SINCE 2002!) AND ARTHUR 
EVENTS CALENDAR AT 
ARTHURMAC.COM 

PAUL KRASSNER AND 
OTHERS BLOG FOR ARTHUR 
AT YAHOOiMUSIC_ 

WEEKLY EMAIL BULLETINS 
SIGN UPATARTHURMAG.COM 

AND: NEW VIDEO CHANNEL 
COMING SOON!!!_ 


Featuring songs by Vetiver, Joanna Newsom, Antony, 
CocoRosie, Six Organs of Admittance, Espers, Iron and 
Wine, Josephine Foster, White Magic, Little Wings, 

Jack Rose, Viking Moses, Jana Hunter, Entrance, Scout 
Niblett, Matt Valentine, Diane Cluck, Troll, Currituck Co., 
and Vashti Bunyan and Devendra Banhart 
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Idanha-a-Nova, Portugal 

T his August, around 25,000 people hauled their 
kits and caboodles down a long hot narrow 
road in the middle of the Portuguese nowhere 
to camp like migrants along the shores of a lake 
not far from the Spanish border. They made the 
trek to attend Boom, a biannual electronic dance 
music festival that has grown into a large and suc¬ 
cessful event that eschews corporate sponsorship 
and keeps its roots in the underground alive. There 
were all sorts of people at Boom, but the dominant 
vibe of the weeklong festival was neotribal: a rave- 
inflected millennial florescence of hippie shit like 
long hair, fashion exotica, hardcore psychedelia, 
trance dancing, healing arts, and pagan-ish New Age 
mysticism with an apocalyptic thrust. There were chai 
shops and vegan grub vendors and massage centers 
and drug information booths, plus four music stages 
that provided everything from cheesy breakbeats to live 


world fusion to ambient driftworks. But the core genre 
was psytrance, an intense and sometimes unnervingly 
trippy form of electronic dance music whose pulveriz¬ 
ing, brain-synching and monotonous beats that embody 
a ferocious psychedelic aspiration that makes dancing 
at Boom as much a ritual as a party. 

Trance culture, especially as it is manifested at 
neotribal gatherings like Boom, is a colorful and even 
prophetic expression of what I am calling the analog 
life. The analog life is not just about using and appreci¬ 
ating older technologies and media at a time when the 
digital imperium is invading and recoding so many 
regions of culture and consciousness. The analog life 
is also an attempt to reframe our experience along 
analog lines, to question and even subvert the abstract 
quantification of cyber-reality through both the meta¬ 
phor and the practice of “analog” approaches to the 
world—approaches that stress the organic over the 
programmed, the local over the global, material flows 
over disembodied calculations, and the fuzzy and hap- 
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penstance over the efficient and the exact. This broad 
sense of the analog can be seen as another expression 
of the “natural,” but that word has been watered down 
and confused by centuries of romanticism and the 
recent explosion of green consumerism. Rather than 
believing that we understand what it means to be truly 
natural, we need to remember that we always approach 
nature through analogy—and that analog is, literally, 
an analogy, a poetic and procedural expression of the 
natural through human tools and human culture. In 
other words, the analog—either as a technology (tube 
amps) or a metaphor (“waves of energy”)—allows us to 
engage the organic world. More than simply the nos¬ 
talgic yearning for a pre-technological age, the analog 
life is a more organic approach to technological cul¬ 
ture itself. 

I write for Arthur in part because I believe that its 
devotion to “all ages counterculture” offers keys to the 
cultivation of the analog life. So too do many aspects 
of contemporary neotribal culture, at least as I have 
come to know it through friends and festivals, princi¬ 
pally on the West Coast. On the one hand, neotribal¬ 
ism continues many of the older hippie dreams of a 
more organic, mythic, ecstatic, and community-based 
life. (The tribalism goes deeper than the Maori tats.) 
On the other hand, neotribal dance culture is one of 
the more media-conscious and forward-plunging of 
the technologically-amplified global undergrounds. 
Psytrance is an intensely computer-dependent form 
of electronic dance music—a shamanic offspring of 
disco whose digital Dionysianism has none of the 
romance of analog gear found in other electronic 
forms. Many of the psychedelic or “visionary” artists 
who form an important part of the scene—the next 
generation of the poster artists and light show wizards 
of yore—work primarily with digital tools. The whole 
logic of the culture is as much a sign of globalism as 
cell phones in the hinterlands of Bengal. Neotribal 
trance music festivals like Boom happen all over the 
world, from Japan to Brazil, from Transylvania to the 
West Coast of America, and many of its participants 
are inveterate world travelers who undoubtedly burn 
more jet fuel than kids into global genres like hip-hop 
or death metal. Many earn their keep by trafficking a 
variety of goods or even—as in the case of the scene’s 
sometimes remarkably creative fashion designers— 
using labor in Bali or India to produce clothes sold 
for a major mark-up on the festival circuit. Behind the 
scene’s core ideology of shamanic Gaian consciousness 
exists a 21st-century experience of culture crafting in 
the age of globalism—of international social network¬ 
ing, file-sharing, hypermediation, and nomadic travel. 
Trance planet. 

I first attended Boom in 2002, and I had a fine 
time dipping back into the traveler trance-music 
scene I had first encountered in Goa in the mid-pos. 
I drank chai, smoked spliffs, shimmied in black light, 
and hung out with twentysomething freak brothers 
and sisters from around the world. I was particularly 
impressed with Crystal and Spore, a loose crew of 
Canadians who organized and ran the workshop tent— 
dubbed the Liminal Village in later years—where I 
gave a talk on meditation, psychedelics, and the bardo. 
Through graphic design, event planning, collaborative 
workshops, and the minting of new lingo, this busy 
elf tribe from the BC coast was attempting to nudge 
the dance scene into a wider and more intentional 
cyborganic futurescape. They helped me understand 
the neotribal festival as something much more than a 
holdover from an earlier stoner era, or as just another 
subcultural frequency on the radio dial of electronic 
dance music. Instead, outdoor neotribal festivals like 
Boom could serve as something more like a seed crys¬ 
tal or an incubator—a Petri dish of possibility where 
future forms of community and consciousness are 
explored, designed, and mapped in a resolutely analog 
environment. 


This analog begins with the ground beneath your 
feet and the dirt between your toes. Boom takes place 
on a dry and rolling chunk of land that wends its way 
along the edge of a large lake that offers relief from the 
blazing sun but whose water quality nonetheless struck 
me as dodgy enough to avoid. Scores of temporary 
structures—some simply serviceable, most charming, 
and quite a few with exotic but humble flair—organize 
the flows of this landscape, turning the site itself into 
a visible cartography for an alternate society. The 
Ambient Forest, a chill-out stage that also served as a 
big slumber party bed, lay at the crown of a hill, while 
down the slope rested the Liminal Village, with its art 
gallery, films, and bamboo temples. The huge main 
stage, decorated with enormous interdimensional 
whimsies, thumped 24-7, while the Healing Area lay in 
a relatively quiet valley away from the speaker stacks. 
Learning the layout of the site, which was created by 
a number of independent though coordinated crews, 
participants instinctively begin to explore and map a 
cultural ecology. 


So is the “planetary 
consciousness” of neotribal 
gatherings like Boom 
just window dressing for 
the same old hedonistic 
consumption and pursuit 
of distraction? 


Given its origins in psychedelic culture, whose neo- 
shamanic biophilia and apocalyptic tenor inevitably 
conjure up our hurting Earth, Boom’s possible world is 
very much a green and sustainable one. As the “green¬ 
ing” of Burning Man and other large gatherings shows, 
the festival actually presents a wonderful challenge: 
design and build a temporary architecture of commu¬ 
nity that allows thousands of people to have meaning¬ 
ful experiences, to encounter new friends and lovers, 
and to dance their asses off, while at the same time 
respecting the ethical demand to live more lightly and 
intelligently on the Earth. This work is both practical 
and utopian. It’s practical because festivals are very 
much part of the world of money and media and tech¬ 
nology, and greening them allows small sustainable 
businesses to establish themselves, not only by selling 
their wares to organizers, vendors, and participants, 
but by having a supportive environment to show off 
their visionary innovations to people predisposed to 
new nature ways. And the work is utopian because it 
is an expression of desire and fantasy that exploits the 
otherworldly space of the festival to envision a possible 
world. 

Boom’s rhetoric of planetary consciousness was as 
pervasive as the hash smoke, but to their credit, the 
organizers attempted to actually manifest the vision. 
Veggie oil from the previous Boom fueled the genera¬ 
tors, while a series of composting poop toilets were 
constructed, if not always spiffily maintained. This 
year’s Liminal Village—which exposed attendees to 
a variety of green memes—was surrounded with a 
number of permaculture gardens, some of which were 
protected from the hot sun by gorgeous bamboo shade 
structures that were inexpensive and quick to cre¬ 
ate. Indeed, permaculture—a deep design strategy of 
organic farming—can be seen as a major metaphor for 
this scene’s intermingling of organic and technologi¬ 
cal. As Delvin Solkinson wrote in the festival magazine 


Pathways (printed on recycled paper, natch): “It is with 
paradigms like permaculture, with its green tech¬ 
nology, organic approach to agriculture, and locally 
focused strategies for sustainable development, that 
the new world culture can establish a focus on healthy 
co-existence and work to produce a revitalized plan¬ 
etary ecology.” 

I am not ready to declare all this a “new world 
culture” yet, and not just because so many of these 
memes and practices were first seeded in the ’60s and 
’70s. In many ways, Boom reflected as many problems 
as solutions—reminders of how tough it is to achieve 
even temporary sustainability when the numbers of 
attendees swell into the five figures. The most visible 
sign of failure was the ridiculous amount of litter that 
pervaded the site, created by knuckleheads treating 
their much-vaunted Gaia as a receptacle for party 
detritus. And that was not the only sign of the lack 
of cleanliness. As with a number of previous Booms 
(and many outdoor festivals), gastro-intestinal bugs 
were having a field day, and the critters this year were 
particularly insidious, laying people low for days and 
forcing hospital trips. The bottom line made its mark 
as well. While Boom’s commitment to using recycled 
materials for the festival structures sounds good on 
paper, some folks groused that, in practice, the word 
“eco” sometimes just means “cheap.” In contrast to 
American underground festivals like the Rainbow 
Gathering and Burning Man, where a strong degree 
of self-reliance holds sway amid a largely cash-free 
economy, consumerism was woven throughout Boom, 
with beer, food, clothing, and other goodies on ready 
display. While festival vending does allow many people 
to pursue livelihoods outside of the machine, this cash 
culture unconsciously reinforces the logic of the world 
outside. 

So is the “planetary consciousness” of neotribal 
gatherings like Boom just window dressing for the 
same old hedonistic consumption and pursuit of dis¬ 
traction? Perhaps. But as a self-consciously visionary 
environment, Boom necessarily foreshadowed the 
apocalypse as much as the eco-dream. It was a gather¬ 
ing of the tribes that sometimes resembled a refugee 
camp. Even the landscape reflected this ambivalence: 
the highest mountain visible from the festival site 
is called Monsanto, or Holy Mountain, a name that 
also conjured up one of the major corporations now 
colonizing the biosphere (not to mention Alejandro 
Jodorowsky). And from the peak of Monsanto, where a 
medieval walled fortress stands witness to the endless 
machinations of human battle, the dusty parking lots 
and tent cities and pounding sound systems of Boom 
may look less like the leading edge of a Gaian trans¬ 
formation and more like a postmodern ghost dance, a 
party at the hot rim of a volcano ready to burst. There 
are no guarantees, and no one should ever believe that 
a groove or a vision will save them or the world. That 
said, the new tribes are cultivating analog values that 
allow people to wake up to our condition without los¬ 
ing heart, to celebrate with their eyes open to the real 
situation in the world. As Coldcut’s Matt Black pointed 
out in a talk he gave at the Liminal Village, perhaps 
the best justification for these sort of hedonic celebra¬ 
tions is that it lets the planet know that at least some of 
us are genuinely happy and grateful to be alive, in our 
bodies, enthralled with the reverberant Earth. o 


San Francisco-based columnist Erik Davis is a writer 
and a wonderer. His next “Visionary Hollywood ” bus 
tour will take place on October 4, 2,008. 

Details at techgnosis.com 

Hye Jin Lee is a Los Angeles-based illustrator and 
designer. 
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Two transplants 
from the Heart of Dixie 
who went west to the land 
of mesas, pueblos and 
geodesic domes, Rachael Hughes and 
Nathan Shineywater have found a way to 
thrive beyond society's mad dash to survive. 
Trinie Dalton travels to New Mexico to meet 
Brightblack Morning Light, and hear their 
stunning new album in the pair's natural habitat 
Portraits: Lisa Law 














It 






* 


li* 












I** 






37 






























L eaving Brightblack Morning Light’s north¬ 
ern New Mexico deep wilderness enclave, 
I finally get their obsession with the local 
AM radio. The daily monsoon moves in as I 
fly down the hill from their town in my red rental car. 
Mexican cumbia, a variation of the upbeat Colombian 
pop music, sounds interplanetary crackling through 
the fuzzy AM distance. I imagine it transmitting from 
some far off Mexican star, a star I’d like to visit. Crank 
the cumbia, see what it can do in a storm. Brightblack 
Morning Light’s Nabob Shineywater says AM is like Sun 
Ra. Yesterday morning, just after I’d arrived, we were 
hiking up a wash and Nabob asked, “Who are we to say 
Sun Ra wasn’t from another planet?’ 

The sky gets dark as wind kicks up. With the first 
lightning crackle and boom, the radio shorts and cum¬ 
bia cuts out—quiet for a moment, then back up, hissing, 
scratched, and damaged. Have I blown the speakers? 
Has the radio station’s tower been struck? Each light¬ 
ning bolt slicing vertically down the flat horizon causes 
more disruption. Nabob also mentioned that in Los 
Alamos, scientists recently disproved Einstein’s theory 
that light travels fastest. Radio waves now win that con¬ 
test. Two days after the anniversary of the Pueblo Revolt 
of 1860 —a big deal in these parts—thunder means the 
obliteration of human sounds. Recognizable dance 
beats are exchanged for something Frankenstein-ish: 
a live, electric orchestration so weird and marvelous 
it could only have been invented by Nature, the omni¬ 
present force in this sandy region. 

Taking part in Brightblack Morning Light’s current 
daily life is to enter their vision of interconnectedness, 
enacted. Nabob, with tattered shorts, tie-dyed shirt, and 
long sandy brown hair, spends mornings communing 
with plants, less concerned with their scientific names 
than with the spirits each possess. The ultimate “sacred 
herb,” which he wants legalized, aids his study of plant 
medicine. His partner in Brightblack Morning Light 
is Rabob. With long brown hair, sundress, and dark 
shades, she appears to enjoy some newfound domes¬ 
ticity, working around the house and weeding the 
vegetable patch. Their music is intertwined with their 
land ethic, eating habits, political interests, and outdoor 
exercise regime. Interviewing them about their songs 
leads to an earful on topics they deem equally or more 
important than indie rock, such as, what they’re read¬ 
ing about the Obama campaign and Bush-Cheney’s 
botched intermediation between Russia and Georgia. 

I leave their compound not shocked at their isola¬ 
tion, but wondering why I don’t live the same way. 

Nabob’s learning constellations, since he’s often 
under stars, far away from light pollution. He’s begin¬ 
ning to detect seasonal change according to star place¬ 
ment. Rabob can identify local trees, and has a solid 
sense of direction. They’re prepared. Our first day 
together entails hiking and tubing down a river, a good 
eight hours of chat before our formal interview over 
dinner in their loft. When I ask typical interview ques¬ 
tions about music and how they made their newest 
recordings, Nabob redirects the conversation: 

“[Our visitors] slow down, focus on themselves, 
appreciate the beauty around them, and they look at 
me. I’m like, Hey, I have a band, would you like to jam? 
That’s why I brought you here. It gets really simple. I 


say, Look, this is what you could be doing everyday if 
you walk away from Babylon. But people have indi¬ 
vidual goals. One of the downfalls of the ’ 60 s was 
people going out on their own, looking out for I-me- 
me-mine. I’m not saying I want to join a commune, 
but if you’re a musician and you want to make music, 
then get out where there are no obstacles. Anyone 
who hangs with Nabob is going to get river time, 
hiking time, and if we’re in a band, we’ll jam. That’s 
what I have to offer. I wish it were enough. But people 
get distracted by the possibilities of city life. It’s groovy 
having you out, but quite honestly, I’d be here anyway.” 

As a houseguest, I certainly get plenty of river 
time, hiking time, and cooking time in the kitchen with 
Rabob, a righteous vegetarian chef. Theirs is such a 
serene, centered existence that I have spent my week¬ 
end with them reevaluating Babylon, a place filled with 
friends, loved ones, and opportunities, but also stress 
and toxicity. Some of us, like myself, find freedom in 
that Babylon, but Brightblack Morning Light clearly see 
it as a trap. 

N athan “Nabob” Shineywater and Rachel 
“Rabob” Hughes are collaborators who 
bonded in California over shared environ¬ 
mental concerns, a love of “sub-woofers,” 
as Rabob says, and knowledge of vintage keyboards. 
Originally from Alabama, they recently relocated to a 
remote New Mexican mesa after a long stint of car and 
beach camping on northern California’s Point Reyes 
Peninsula. Brightblack Morning Light got their start 
in the South, when Will Oldham invited them to play 
shows that led to their first LP MlCallTucky. [See Daniel 
Chamberlin’s first Arthur BBML feature, “Country Life,” 
for a full band history.] Since leaving Alabama many 
years ago, they’ve been careful to verbally address 
what they cherish about their Southern roots versus 
what they feel is a crime, namely, the destruction of 
the Southeast’s forests. In their artist statement—more 
a manifesto—for their new Matador release, Motion to 
Rejoin , they drafted a tongue-in-cheek but sincere sec¬ 
tion entitled What Is Southern Music ? 

We feel like Southern music should be played by 
Southern people and don’t dig it when other folks 


imitate accents. Posturing is a disease, awake the 
inner self! We both grew up in Alabama, yet we 
both left for the same reason, the environmental 
degradation due to corporate development is 
staggering and unchecked; it makes us disgusted. 
However, in the Western USA we are gathered 
with the many folks to protect wilderness, rivers, 
and oceans. Ecology has a place in the West’s 
culture, even if it’s on a small scale right now. 

This ecological dedication has ranged from Rabob’s 
work for Americorps to Nabob’s support of Friends 
of the Eel River and Earth First! in Areata, California. 
Now, their vision has extended into a more generalized 
caretaking approach to all wilderness areas, especially 
those sacred to Native Americans. They’ve moved to an 
off-the-grid house in Pueblo territory, a 20 -minute drive 
on dirt road from a two-lane, paved highway. With solar 
panels, water tank, and prerequisite Tibetan prayer 
flags flying on the porch, Nabob and Rabob have tem¬ 
porarily planted themselves—alongside an elaborate 
Hopi corn, tomato, and squash garden—in a house 
whose location shall remain anonymous. I can report 
that inspiration for their New Mexico lifestyle came 
through Lisa Law, a photographer who relocated to New 
Mexico in the 1960 s with Wavy Gravy and other Hog 
Farm cohorts to live communally. The self-proclaimed 
‘Woman who introduced hippies to granola,” Lisa was 
instrumental in organizing Woodstock, bringing Yogi 
Bhajan to America, and is still a politically active com¬ 
munity builder. She knows who lives on what property 
in northern New Mexico, where the turquoise is mined, 
and who grows what herbs. 

What’s more intriguing than their exact location is 
that the band is learning stationary, self-sustained liv¬ 
ing. They’ve lived nomadically for several years, drawing 
on the power of movement like African desert musi¬ 
cians Tinariwen or Etra Finitawa. But renouncing their 
itinerate life for the comforts of a solid studio has influ¬ 
enced their music for the better. Previously, Brightblack 
Morning Light slumbered in teepees, and their last 
official practice spaces were a gas station and a church. 
As Rabob said, “If it couldn’t fit in our van, why did we 
need it?” Their upcoming tour includes fourteen dates 
in three weeks along the Pacific Northwest coast, pre- 
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sumably so they can beach camp. 

This time around, in an effort to shun materialism 
in exchange for the luxury of four solid walls, furniture, 
and a kitchen, they’ve devised a self-sustainable record¬ 
ing method. Motion to Rejoin was recorded using solar 
power, which involved installing a sign-wave inverter 
to their panel system to cut the humming associated 
with electronics rigged to solar. Though they take their 
commitment to conservation seriously, it’s fun to bear 
in mind that Brightblack Morning Light is also rock-star 
powered, rooted in a sense of fantasy and fun. When I 
ask why the pair has chosen an artistic path in place 
of being politicians, Nabob responds over our spinach 
salad and pasta: 

“I was thinking about creative people today. If you 
look at the words creative and reactive, they look related. 
I’m not talking etymology. I’m talking about the energy 
I get from looking at each word. I like artists who know 
they have to react to stuff and pull it in, transform it. 
Creativity can sometimes be confused with reaction. 
Creativity can be used as a tool, whereas reacting 





doesn’t change anything. Punk music is pure reac¬ 
tion. It may not actually be creative. What is creative? 
The definition varies culture to culture. I’m interested 
in what other peoples bring to that word. I hope our 
music is creative. It’s up to all of us to realize what we’re 
reacting to.” 

He nestles deeper into his armchair. “I know I 
sound like a hippie going back to nature. But we’re not 
running from the world’s problems and living in some 
dumb hippie paradise. I literally do shed tears each day 
thinking about, for example, Russia invading Georgia 
today... I am paying attention. In reality, I think we get 
too much information. Living this far out, we’re really 
not that far out anymore. Living out here, at least, I run 
my own life. When I want to go for a hike, I hike. I know 
my income, how much food and water I have. I know 
how much food my body needs, so I’m not wasting. 
This lifestyle has the best karma for me. I look outside 
and have a relationship to the land. In the city, water 
and electricity are metered. Walking down the sidewalk, 
chances are there’s a camera pointed on me. Where do 


I draw the line between capitalism and what I define 
as freedom? Western people have a better sense of the 
web of life. It has to do with the weather.” 

Nabob throws his head back and belly laughs, 
before finishing the riff. “East coasters are looking for 
their air conditioner power buttons so they don’t die. 
It’s like, Give me some iced tea and an air conditioner, and 
let’s watch the football game! In the West, it’s like, Come on 
out, the weather’s perfect, leave your clothes in the grass. Go 
surf! Kayak! Mountain bike!” 

To Nabob especially, terrain west of the Rockies 
symbolizes a history of freedom fighting, frontier men¬ 
tality, and opportunities for connecting with wilder¬ 
ness and indigenous culture that informs Brightblack 
Morning Light’s sludgy, organic sound. Though Motion to 
Rejoin was written mostly on the California coast and in 
their van during their last tour, its ambient psych-blues 
perfectly captures the meditative freedom and timeless¬ 
ness that their high desert paradise affords them. 


“Living off the grid, not being 
taxed on money that I don’t 
need to spend, that’s my 
truth-seeking path. That’s 
direct action. But I feel like a 
foreigner around most people 
for thinking this stuff. That’s a 
little scary, and I get emotion¬ 
ally shaken. You see people 
not wanting to change, even 
though they’re oppressed.” 

- Nabob Shineywater 


Motion to Rejoin is lighter, more airy, and more 
interstellar sounding than their last self-titled LP. 
They’ve been digging into Terry Riley, Procol Harum, 
Gert Weldon, (an obscure “’ 60 s music poet”), and Iasos, 
aVangelis-like musician who, according to Iasos.com, is 
one of the “founders of New Age music.” Motion to Rejoin 
is piled to the heavens with crystals, feathers, and walk¬ 
ing sticks, and isn’t embarrassed to embrace the New 
Age. Song titles like “Hologram Buffalo,” “A Rainbow 
Aims,” and “When Beads Spell Power Leaf’ are even 
more cryptonically stoned than those on their last LP. 
There are fewer chords in favor of the drone, more vocal 
harmonies and chanting yet its “dirty” sound, as Rabob 
calls it, is less about sedated blues than long, Allman 
Brothers-on-piano jams that conjure up the majesty of 
actual earth. In character, Rabob is a terrestrial guard¬ 
ian, a practical, disciplined woman who speaks directly, 
while Nabob is the star freak, one who relishes a good 
digression. Their storytelling abilities in conversation 
extend into their songwriting realm, a more poetic, 
intentionally gray area. Their songs are incantatory. 
Both band members believe in an alchemical mystery 
inherent to their collaboration, and don’t discuss their 
songs in a concrete, explicit way for fear of breaking 
the spell. Rabob says of their songwriting “If you really 
want to dig deep and be a truth seeker, be spirit-led in 
a metaphysical sense, it’s tough. The ecosystem is rich 
with life-giving beauty, but if s not respected and upheld 
in many places. On the east coast, there is no wilder¬ 
ness, and I feel suffocated by property-driven attitudes 
there. I need somewhere to go completely wild. I prefer 
writing music with another person. When I play music 
by myself, I feel if s a study to play with someone else... 

“I sing in harmony. If s about the texture, the breath¬ 
ing. The muscles have to be trained a little bit. I like 
the idea of discipline.. .1 really dig an enhanced way of 
projecting whafs coming out of our mouths and instru- 
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merits. This is mostly about the live scenario, the direct 
moment. Nabob’s taught me a lot about direct action, 
on a daily level, and what that means as an individual 
regardless of where you are. 

“Are we politicians on a creative level? We kind of 
are. People who take direct action are the truth seekers 
I really respect. Julia Butterfly Hill was protecting trees 
while we were [in the redwoods]. Now, I’m living alone 
rurally, and I’m fine with that. Living off the grid, not 
being taxed on money that I don’t need to spend, that’s 
my truth-seeking path. That’s direct action. But I feel 
like a foreigner around most people for thinking this 
stuff. That’s a little scary, and I get emotionally shaken. 
You see people not wanting to change, even though 
they’re oppressed.” 

After our full day of “mind and body workout,” I 
fall asleep reading a borrowed book about medicine 
wheels, feeling like I just survived a juice fast, some 
extreme cleanse. I wonder how their utopia actually 
plays out when I’m not around. Besides surviving last 
winter at 8000 feet, when Rabob admitted to some 
stir craziness after being snowed in for 30 days, living 
their dream seems to be working. I’m curious to put my 
skepticism to the test. 

Rabob wakes early the next morning and makes 
a giant olive-tomato omelet in the cast iron skillet, 
slices it into three wedges. A trailing philodendron 
pinned up over the stove transforms the cooking 
area into a jungle, offering green to offset dry sage 
scrub and gnarled pinon pine outside. Rabob works 
stovetop while I assemble salad and fixings, keeping 
last night’s sunset rainbow and the river we floated 
down fresh in my mind. Rainbows, crystals, and 
walking sticks are not metaphors for these people. 


They’re daily life. Their last CD came with rainbow 
spectrum 3 -D glasses, a fun homage to what Nabob 
takes seriously—the energetic capabilities of rocks 
and natural light forces. I want to see rainbows 
every day! Am I oppressed? I wonder, chopping kale. I 
didn’t think I was . Granted, there are myriad defini¬ 
tions of oppression, and Brightblack Morning Light 
aren’t preachers. Their new songs, like “Oppressions 
Each,” use lyrics to convey a generalized fight against 
all oppressions in lieu of justifying their way of life, 
which may not be for all of us: 

Nobody wants oppression, 

we don’t need oppression 

This gospel tune is about uniting forces, not nit¬ 
picking causes. For “Oppressions Each,” they recruited 
renowned background singers Regina and Ann McCraiy, 
who sang harmony for Bob Dylan and Stevie Wonder. I 
can tell these women are key, considering the Mavis 
Staples shrine BBML has constructed by the front door. 
These soul-singers lighten the molasses-like drawl of 
Brightblack Morning Light’s instrumentals and vocals, 
while their trademark delay is heavier than ever. 

‘We like different types of effects,” Rabob makes 
clear, though, while we cook. “It’s not all de-lay, de-lay. 
Plus, our Southern accents are not very defined. It can 
get mushy.” Coming from Rabob, “de-lay” sounds like 
a bird call. 

Asked about delay in the recording studio, Nabob 
tells a twisted story from his youth, equating his drawl 
to delay, its musical equivalent. 

“There are different kinds of Southern people. 
Some have a proper thing and some lose it quick. 
People like me have some kind of muscle procurement 


that won’t allow my jaw up. My accent will stay with me 
forever. I was forced to take speech therapy classes to 
sound less like a black person! That’s college prep high 
school for you.” 

Delay pedals aside, I’m excited after we finish our 
eggs to delve into investigating some fascinatingly rare 
equipment in Brightblack Morning Light’s studio. Gear 
fills their cabin’s gigantic living room—organs, mello- 
trons, vibraphones, and several amps that these vintage 
instruments are processed through. Not exactly easy 
gear for itinerant wanderers to haul. Schlepping her 
signature Fender Rhodes organ around over the last 
five tours, Rabob has actually incurred back injuries. 
After we eat, Nabob shows me how they took out the 
organ’s heart and re-installed its electronics into two 
portable cabinets that look like small guitar amps. We 
plug in the vibes, which are basically metal marimbas. 
Hammered with mallets, their vibrato sounds like what 
people thirty years ago thought the future would sound 
like. One keyboard, called an Orchestron, “reads notes 
off'vinyl records” and is what BBML played on “Another 
Reclamation,” one of the spacier, Pink Floyd-like jour¬ 
neys on Motion to Rejoin. 


“I worry about kids today. Who 
is there to show them the way? 
There are no great public 
places left to host the parking 
lot scenes that the Grateful 
Dead used to have. Where will 
positive group references for 
psychedelics be?” 

- Nabob Shineywater 


Nabob’s morning studio tour is nearly complete 
after he plugs in his Clavinet, shows me how its “man¬ 
dolin strings are cross-woven with yarn,” and says 
their newest pride and joy came via FedEx recently—a 
custom mini Rhodes Piano Bass, one of the few left in 
existence. It’s inscribed in gold to Rabob from the man 
who restored it. Though they love the big Rhodes, this 
one, in a 2x2-foot square compact travel case, has a 
three-octave range and can play the same notes as the 
big one in one-third the keyboard space. It looks like 
a miniature golden harp when you peek at the strings 
behind the keys. Folded into its suitcase, it weighs as 
much as three typewriters. Nabob pets it and carries it 
around like a baby. 

Our second day together involves driving across 
mesas and pueblos to a geodesic dome, then out to a 
canyon where wind and rain has carved the rocks into 
cone-like spires that elves probably inhabit. We won’t be 
there after dark to see elves emerge, however, as this is 
sacred Native land and it is closed to the public after sun¬ 
set. Fair enough, we all agree, though Nabob becomes 
slightly obsessed with planning a strategy for convincing 
the Indians to let him camp there in upcoming weeks. 

“This is one of the most psychedelic places ever!” 
he keeps saying during our walk. 

Lisa Law is a sweet tour guide, and I don’t feel 
guilty burning fossil fuels for this epic ride. Brightblack 
Morning Light do often lament their one non-green 
hitch—driving a tour van. For their last winter “Crystal 
Totem Turr,” they calculated their carbon emissions 
then enlisted Matador to purchase enough carbon off¬ 
set credits from Terrapass to counterbalance it. They’re 
a dedicated pair, and this reminds me of the intimate 
Quiet Quiet festivals they hosted a few years back. I ask 
them how they managed securing the land and keep¬ 
ing shows low-impact. Nabob says, 

“There were five or six. I remember two Quiet Quiet 
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Window Lights and two Quiet Quiet Ocean Spells. The 
first Window Lights in Bolinas were some of Joanna’s 
[Newsom], and Devendra’s [Banhart] first shows. After 
Bolinas, they banned camping on the beach because 
there were about a hundred of us. I was bummed. We 
went to Big Sur, and the guy who helped with the event 
kept doing it, so that was good. Small is good, but what 
about mainstream festivals? Phish is dumb. I hoped the 
Dirty Three would be the next Grateful Dead.” 

He reveals his deeper motives for congregation. 

“I worry about kids today. Who is there to show 
them the way? There are no great public places left 
to host the parking lot scenes that [the Grateful 
Dead] used to have. Cops would bust that up now. 
Homeland Security? They point it back on the people. 
I hear at some festivals now, not only do they have pot 
dogs, but they also tax you on the street value of the pot 
you’re carrying. Where will positive group references 
for psychedelics be? ” 

“A lot of music festivals combine positive bands 
with bands that express a lot of hate. You don’t want 
psychedelics in that environment, and kids have the 
drugs either place. Where will kids meet leaders in a 
public place? This isn’t going to happen online, or by 
looking at iconic posters in a music store.” 

As we finish taking photos, we leave the sacred 
turf to resume driving, agreeing to pull our car over to 
watch the sunset. I contemplate what Nabob is getting 
at. I’m no Deadhead, but I get the parking lot scene 
lament. Loss of personal freedom means a decrease 
in one’s ability to make smart decisions. At the core of 
Brightblack Morning Light’s sound is an expression of 
hope that kids will not tolerate government interfer¬ 
ence in their cultural lives. 

Brightblack Morning Light’s music aims not to 
bottle the essences of their pristine living locations. It’s 
about mirroring, creating a blank slate for listeners to 
reflect upon their own environment. The band’s music 
is inseparable from its politics. “Wilderness first, music 
second,” Nabob repeats throughout my stay. 

A s I drive down the mountain through the 
thunderstorm, I come away reminded of 
the Aldo Leopold-ian land ethic that din¬ 
ner conversation with Brightblack Morning 
Light implored me to consider. I may have differing 
theories about how to live harmoniously with nature, 
but Brightblack Morning Light challenge each of us 
to take personal responsibility. I leave my time with 
them grateful that Rabob invited me to slow down in 
her demure, individualist way, and Nabob through his 
charmingly twangy speechmaking: 

“This land has changed me. I always went out into 
to the wilderness, with my food from the local co-op or 
farmer’s market, but this has been about reconnecting 
and watching food actually come about. I always won¬ 
dered about nomadic people. They didn’t have a place 
to go buy food; it was a wild system. Grew com in the 
places they frequented. I’ve studied industrialization 
and agriculture. Once nomadic life stopped, people 
needed to grow crops and thus fenced off everything. 
Started claiming land. 

“There were always cities, I realize. People say 
they’re the most efficient way to house people. But 
are they efficient? When everything’s tmcked in? The 
harder you look, the more nomadic culture looks bal¬ 
anced. But then again, putting the seed into the ground 
and wondering, watching it turn into two little leaves to 
make me food is amazing. Life here has demystified for 
me some reasons why people stopped being nomadic, 
now that I can see magic in farming. Gathering food 
while traveling has its downfalls, of course, but it has 
benefits too. What is a city planner thinking about 
these days when he knows most of our resources come 
from the blood of others? How can this city planner 
go to sleep every night knowing that he doesn’t have 
a design down that’s free of oppression? It’s not that 
hard. You just choose what to do with in life, and what 


to do without. If these city planners [want] to get into a 
kinder place, maybe disenfranchised people, retarded 
people, people who supposedly are of no use to society 
can work the gardens. The progressive society has to 
ask itself, is food something we should be charging for? 
With our technological leaps, should we still be driving 
cattle? Or can we use technological advance towards 
giving people free food and medicine? 

“I don’t have the tolerance. When I go into a town, 
it hurts all the way. I can’t just walk past people out 
there making a good living off exploiting others. That 
disconnect is a problem. Every poor person out there 
is a mighty one with something to give. We each have 
the power that Gandhi had. It wasn’t a special day, 
where the sun had multiple hues, and everyone had 
on the perfect shoes and clothes, and the food tasted 
right, that Martin Luther King Jr. came along and gave 
his speech and changed world history. No! That was 
another fucking average day, a day that extra magic just 
happened to shoot out. Everyday has that potential, and 


that power is dormant in each of us. Why is it that we 
put that in history books like it’s in the past and read 
about it when it’s here right now? Wait a minute, man, 
that is live energy and it’s ours, now. If it’s used right, 
if you act now, you can bring about some real human 
experience. 

“That’s how I see this shakedown.” (p 


Trinie Dalton lives in Brooklyn. Her new curated book, 
MYTHTYM, comes out in Octoberfrom Picturebox. She's 
currently teaching “Book As Art” at NYU. 

New Mexico-based photographer Lisa Law is now working on 
her biography which includes her favorite inspirational images 
of the last 50 years. 
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JAY REATARD 
Single; 06—07 
Double LP / CD OVD 
Seventeen track collection of all 
of Jay's rare and out of print vinyl 
in One beautiful package. 


WyiAW Vtfi;: 



VIVIAN GIRLS 

*/t LP/ CO 

The debut album from this incredible 
Brooklyn loft pop band. Genius! 

www, in the red records, tom 



DAVILA 666 

s/t LP/'CQ 

The debut album from Puerto 
Rico's leading rock n" roll band. 



Black Fez Manifesto 



Hakim Bey 
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Best thing of this issue, perhaps of this 
year, this decade, this whatever, is 
Where Demented Wented: The 
Art and Comics of Rory Hayes 
by Dan Nadel and Glenn Bray 
(Fantagraphics). The late Rory Hayes 
has long been known amongst certain 
heads as the most insanely primitive 
and thoroughly unfettered of the ’60s 
underground cartoonists. His own titles 
included the Bogeyman series, Cunt 
Comics and various anthologies. Long 
obscure, a good bit of his work was 
collected into a bootleg in the late ’80s 
called Come Here, Bear (or something 
similar), but this is the first authorized 
anthology of his work and it includes 
some wild unpublished material, a solid 
historical essay by the Savage Pencil, a 
lovely piece by Rory’s brother, Geoffrey, 
and an interview with Rory himself. This 
stuff’s not for everyone, but if your brain 
bends far enough, you’ll be able to let 
Hayes’ art all the way in. 

Word is out on The Hospitals’ new 
self-released LP Hairdryer Peace. It 
sounds nothing or everything plus so 
much more than anything they’ve ever 
committed to wax. Truth of the matter 
is it lives up to the hype of being the 
most goddamn killer brain-snaggling 
rock n roll noise fucked LP we’ve had in 
a long time. Essential garage-fuzz meets 
cassette-fi noise huzz meets harry 1/2, jap 
velvets pussy skum love. Wipe off yr dick 
and scam this sput now. Seriously boss. 

Three out of absolutely nowhere 
cassette releases that are as sexy as a 
tanqueray & tonic-buzzed fuckbuddy. #1 
is Angels In America with their Cunt 
Tree Grammar tape which oozes 
primordial no wave guitar and bored/ 
stoned femme vox glug. Someone turn 


this into an LP—hey, maybe we will! #2, 
is The Death Convention Singers 

with their Corrido cassette (sick sick 
sick) —we thinks they come from this 
kind of new nutzo neue-New Mexican 
scene heralded by the Sick Sick Sick label. 
It has been written they were some kinda 
demented a capella scum chorale but this 
tape is most notably not THAT—what it 
is is o-fi guitar junk drone and it plays 
in a raw and involving deliciousness. #3 
is Nebulosis, the first release on the 
Celebrity Sex Tapes label by a new Ohio 
(most likely Columbus) long tone drone 
animal called Fairy of Eagle Nebula 
who is an exciting addition to the wild 
contempo legacy Ohio has been so 
effortlessly displaying the last few years. 
Unlike most of that zone’s more synth 
classicist exercises this is guitar/amp 
huzz and howl in a desperate grey-screen 
scree. Three sweet teets to be snuggled, 
me mates. 

Best music fanzine we’re seen this 
month is probably Married Life 
Quarterly by Mark Van Fleet. It is 

definitely out of Columbus and combines 
excellent reviews with interesting 
archival bits and a really nice feature 
(in the spring ’08 issues, anyway) where 
artists critique their own discography. 
This one has John from Emeralds back- 
pedaling through fields of glory, and it’s 
pretty great. Not exactly a music ’zine, 
more a lit ’zine with music content, is the 
wonderful Bejeezus out of Louisville. 

We got hipped to this by the great Aaron 
Rosenblum before he split town for 
Montreal, and it’s a beaut. Heavy, weird 
Southern culture, with interviews that 
fill in cracks on everything from Shirley 
Collins to Emmet Miller. A wonderful 
read. 


Most whacked out record of the issue 
has to be the finally released Spare 
Parts LP by Bad Boy Butch Matson 
(Bennifer Editions/Dutch Boy). 

Supposedly this pro wrestler-fantasizing 
crazed genius had been assembling his 
goofed zappa/beefheart meets smegma 
meets fucked-take on new wave song 
stylings with cut-up TV ads/noise/ 
dialogue for many years and pressing 
plants got concerned by the liberal usage 
of pop media. How Bennifer got wind of 
this rogue mania masterpiece is anyone’s 
guess but thank the Canadian stars they 
did. It is BONKEROONI. Someone hook 
us up with his earlier Twisted & Bent 
release puhleeze. 


The basement scene in the UK, as 
far as heads-down psyche tone guh, 
has been sweetly flowering as of late 
though we can only imagine how dank 
those dungeons may be. But what do we 
know, maybe they are the royal swank- 
ness with go-go birds in cages. Axis 
Mundi, a UK/French trio of peeps 
who’ve done free-time in Stuckometer 
and Cooper-Jones and float between 
Manchester and Lyon have a couple of 
new releases out that are very beautiful 
hash-blown hush ‘n’ roar kissings. Flute, 
voice, electric guitar and a hallowed head 
of heavenly tape-head humidity combine 
in ways that are startlingly gorgeous 
and thrilling. Start with their self-titled 
cassette on Lotus Birth and follow with 
their split with solo guitar reverb warlock 
John Fante. Both tapes come in lovely 
illustrated bags by the kids from Wizard 
Puke and Rayon. 

Got a very nice new book of poems by 
longtime Milf^ Magazine editor Larry 
Sawyer. It’s called Disharmonium 
(Silver Wonder Press), and is a 
funny, surreal collection that combines 
mundane imagist language into a rich 
new mofungo. Famous west coast outlaw 
Chris D, is also promising a new book 
of poetry “soon,” but in the meantime, 
we’ve been scanning his no-longer-new, 
but still excellent Outlaw Masters 
of Japanese Film (I.B. Tauris). Not 
knowing much about Japanese cult cin¬ 
ema (except that we like it), this book has 
been extremely interesting, since it col¬ 
lects a bunch of raw filmographical data, 
plus historical overviews and interviews 
with some of the key players. A good 
title to chain to your toilet. Could say the 
same thing for The Queen of Blac\ 
Magic (Mondo Macabro), but the sad 
truth is that precious few people have 
a dvd player intimately connected with 
their commode. Too bad. This Indonesian 
screwball horror extravaganza is one 
of the more over-the-top visual messes 
ever created, and it should be available 
for viewing in every room of the house. 

A recent conversation with Rick Bishop 
about Indonesian exploitation cinema 
made it sound like there have been lots 
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of drool-worthy features produced there, 
but only Mondo Macabro seems inter¬ 
ested in getting copies into Occidental 
hands, and we say: More power to ’em. 

It’s unclear what the future holds for 
Hototogisu, the trans-Atlantic duo of 
Marcia Bassett and Matthew Bowers, but 
their most recent LP Under the Rose 
(Heavy Blossom) is a fully stimulat¬ 
ing set of guitar/amp/mouth noise that 
attacks the air in a way that’s both 
laconic and forceful. Sorta gives the term 
“three sheets to the wind” a new concep¬ 
tual framework. Marcia’s solo project, 
Zaimph, is represented on the Live 
Recordings from August 2005 LP 
(Volcanic Tongue). Unlike some recent 
performances, which have been vocally 
based, the material here sounds more 
like solo guitar, run through a weeviling 
gyroscope and presented as an absolute 
upsetter of balance. Meanwhile, Marcia’s 
partner in her new duo, Zaika, is Tom 


Carter, who has a swank new LP called 
Shots at Infinity 2 (Important). The 

companion piece to a studio CD, this 
album is live in Maine and Albany, and 
shows Carter at his most abstractly blues- 
wailingest. The sonics are composed of 
layered, floating, noisy guitar, wanked 
out of form for the sheer pleasure of evil 
creation. It’s a gorgeous and very spaced- 
out album. 

The waves of great LPs spurting out of 
the recently reignited Siltbreeze label is 
one of the more consistently cool things 
happening in underground usa. Eat 
Skull’s Sic1{ To Death is a treasure for 
those of us who swarmed on those early 
basement-fi Guided By Voices LPs (“gather 
the amps!”). Yes, a lot of bands have tried 
to ape that particular genius but Eat 
Skull do not. They just blare with pop 
skuzz charm from beginning to end. Also 
redoubtable is Scott Foust’s Swill Radio 
imprint, which has just issued the first 


upper left: 

Chris D’s Outlaw Masters of 

Japanese Film 

bottom row, from left to right: 

Larry Sawyer’s Disharmonium; 
Expedition Into Page by Rick 
Myers; Anal Drill's cassette, Tal^e 
Your Clothes Off And Beg 


new LP in a while by German minimalist 
Asthmus Tietchens. Teils Tells is a 

splendid raft of static spliced in delicate 
ways to the pineal glands of the gods. It’s 
one of those records that gets deeper 
the later it is at night, and appreciation 
is directly related to intake of Scotch 
and cigs. So don’t be a priss. Also in 
this package is Stranded, a set of ten 
postcards with text in the Anti-Natural 
mode. The pieces are similar to some of 
Scott’s recent spoken performances, and 
represent a weird Futurist combination 
of philosophy, humor and Situational 
smudge. There’s also a DVD of Scott’s new 
film, Here's to Love!, which feels like 
a feature length masterpiece as impen¬ 
etrable as Chris Marker at his vaguest. 
Three or four or five people drink, smoke 
and wander while the world changes 
around them, and music acts as text. It’s 
pretty amazing. 

Received another excellent entry in the 
Subscription Edition Series by Rick 

Myers. This time out, Rick has created 
something almost resembling a proper 
book, Expedition Into Page. It’s closer 
in some ways to his earlier collaborations, 
presenting a selection of photos, drawings 
and hand-scrawled texts that (as always) 
echo back and forth between each other 
in very unexpected ways. Cool. A nice pile 
of primitive psychedelic art is available 
from Flipped Out Records in the 
form of Lost Mind Doodles by Sick 
Liana. If we’re not mistaken, her work 
for the estimable Burnt Hills collective 
is musical as well as visual, but this is an 
enveloped collection of color and B&W 
drawings she did under what well may 
have been the influence. A great spurt 
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Diamond Comics #2 
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The Shortpants Observer #1 
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Lost Mind Doodles by Sick Liana 


across the bow from the Albany branch 
of the freak-led sub-underground. From 
somewhere in the same region comes the 
second LP by Wicked King Wicker. 
Flydust (WKW) is another solid 
slub-wall of guitar-spuzz and murk with 
devil-ass overtones. They’ll have a split LP 
with Skullflower soon, which should be 
an indicator of sorts. 

Zac Davis, infamous blasted guitar 
nymph from Lambsbread, has an LP on 
Olde English Spelling Bee recorded 
with a few of his imaginary pals under 
the aegis Sky Juice. It’s called Hard To 
Kill and it’s surprisingly sane compared 
to his history of overdriven Greg Ginn- 
meets-Rudolph Grey string strangling. 
There is some of that here, no worries, but 
there is also some very choice O-mind 
investigations. More typical white ghetto 
style scribble graphix (to make Bill Nace 
puke) grace the paste on covers. Only 300 
copies. Supposedly two more Sky Juice 
LPs a-coming from Olde English Spelling 
Bee before the year is dick. 

You know life is excellent when a new 
batch of tapes comes in from Dead 
Audio. This a kind of sub label to 
Deadline Recordings the Houston, 
Texas empire lorded by Richard 
Ramirez. Dead Audio concerns itself 
with sick harsh walls of sex-psychosis 
noise. We’ve been flipping over the 
new Anal Drill cassette, Ta\e Your 
Clothes Off And Beg. Anal Drill is 
Ramirez with the long-standing Japanese 
noise project Isabella K. and they pro¬ 
duce an almost meditational grind, which 
seemingly seeks and finds a dour stasis of 
blood-gorged blankness. The b-h w cover 
photo of a nude gentleman roped and tied 
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on a suburban carpet perfectly exhibits 
the slut-love sounds within. 

Got a few eye-pleasing graphics 
anthologies here. The Shortpants 
Observer #1 (Shortpants Press) is 
a sweet, square-cut collection of artists 
from Chicago. The printing quality is 
a little odd, but the contents are excel¬ 
lent. Longer, weird stories in a variety of 
styles. Diamond Comics #2 (Floating 
World) is a newsprint compendium that 
also veers all over the style map, but 
does it well. The work ranges from Paper 
Rad-style eye-squink to ratty Conan- 
esque junque to sludgey noise art. Very 
delightful. Also up is the new issue of 
Eric Reynolds’ Mome (Fantagraphics), 
which may be the best contemporary sur¬ 
vey of the current graphic scene this side 
of Blab. It’s another amazing collection 
of material and if you have peepers, you 
should take ’em out and use ’em. 

Highly ghost-assed sounds emanate 
from Baltimore’s Ehse label, with their 
newest LP, Dar\ Cabinet of the 
Strange Weird. Ric Royer reads a 
bunch of stories in the EC creep style, 
while G. Lucas Crane crafts an ambient 
musical/sound-effect setting for ‘em. It’s 
like a somewhat surreal update on those 
old Halloweenish LPs of our youth, and 
is packed inside a great silkscreened box, 
with spider webbing and bat-wings up 
the goddamn wazoo. Very hep. Also hep 
is Singing Knives’ LP edition of a fine 
live set, previously issued as a CDR by 


MV&EE. Meet Snal\e Pass & Other 
Human Conditions is a sweet, mellow 
mostly duo set (with some help from Phil 
Todd), recorded in Sheffield. The avant- 
trad train starts here. 

One of the best spurts outta the 
gate comes from the Pac Northwest’s 
Assophon label. In no real order, their 
first emissions are three LPs. The first 
is Rendezvous by Spider Trio, an 
unholy meeting between Wally Shoup, 
and Climax Gold dudes, previously avail¬ 
able on CDR. Recorded live, this trio (who 
don’t seem to have toured) display a very 
strange and compelling set of chops— 
jazzic and densely free-rock at the same 
time. One of Shoup’s best sessions yet. 
Live at the S.S. Marie Antoinette 
by The Sea Donkeys is the second 
album by these Seattle clump-fisters, and 
it may be even more slack-jawed than its 
predecessor. What’s here is co-ed pirate 
fudge-packing with covers of Ayler and 
Faust and who knows who else? The ESP 
Godz reference is much more on-target 
here than it usually is. Last of the three 
is A Primitive Future OST by The 
Factums. This Seattle-based combo has 
produced a thrilling run of records and 
this ’un’s no letdown. Their craft is in 
manufacturing a buzzing load of loopedy- 
doofed sometimes-electron-based rock 
that reaches deep into your side pockets 
before exploding. It’s a great trick. 

Thanks. Q 


Assophon: seadonkeys.com/assophon.html 
Axis Mundi: myspace.com/theeaxismundi 
Bejeezus: bejeezuszine.com 

Bennifer Editions: geocities.com/gastric_influence/beniffer 

Eat Skull: myspace.com/eatskull 

Ehse: ehserecords.com 

Fantagraphics Books: fantagraphics.com 

Flipped Out: flippedoutrecords.com 

Floating World Comics: floatingworldcomics.com 

Heavy Blossom: hototogisu.org/heavyblossom.html 

The Hospitals: hairdryerpeace.com 

I.B. Tauris: ibtauris.com 

Lotus Birth: lotusbirth.co.uk 

Married Life Quarterly: mvanfleet@hotmail.com 

Milk Mag: milkmag.org 

Mondo Macabro: mondomacabrodvd.com 

Olde English Spelling Bee: myspace.com/oesbee 

Shortpants Press: shortpantspress.com/ 

Sick Sick Sick: sicksicksickdistro.com 
Silver Wonder Press: silverwonderpress.com 
Siltbreeze: siltbreeze.com 
Singing Knives: singingknivesrecords.co.uk 

Subscription Editions: c/o Myers, 5 Clinton Ave #2L, Holyoke MA 01040 
WKW: wickedkingwicker.com 

If you want the possibility of lickage, please send TWO (2) copies 
of vinyl, cassette, book, mag, DVD or whatever to: 

Bull Tongue, PO Box 627, Northampton MA 01061 USA. 


Massachussetts-based columnist Mr. Byron 
Coley as always, is searchiny for what he 
hates to find. He hopes that his spoken 
word collaboration with Thurston Moore, 
'Meet the Meats," will soon be released by 
Chocolate Monk. 


Columnist Thurston Moore is in the 
Matador recordiny artists Sonic Youth 
band whose next LP is not called "The 
Eternal"—that title's already taken (by 
Joy Division). 
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Two confirmed schmucks 
grapple with the big issues. 



C: Our work continues. 

D: Or at least our drinking does. Ahahaha. 

C: [frowns George Will-style] Let the record 
show that whatever we say from this point 
forward about any of these records that the 
Arthur staff have so carefully assembled will 
invariably be colored by what we’ve just been 
listening to: “Born With You,” by Dion, 1975, 
produced by Phil Spector, downloaded off the 
Heat Warps blog. We are basking in its rather 
substantial afterglow. 

D: A stone gem beaut of an album...which, by 
the way, has never been released in America! 
What is wrong with you people? 

C: Have some pity on a country in decline. And 
you full well know it’s (apparently) Mr. Spector 
himself that kept the record from ever being 
released here. But keeping to the point: the 
readers should know that not only did we just 
listen to it, we just listened to it three times in a 


row. We are smitten by this version of “(He’s 
Got) The Whole World In His Hands,” which just 
sorta echoes all over creation in a melancholy 
way... 

D: [muses] It is strange to feel so instantly 
nostalgic for a record you’ve never heard. And 
yet I have been having that distinct feeling for 
the last hour and 25 minutes as we have been 
watching the sun go down over the Manhattan 
skyline while listening to the wonderful, stirring, 
heartfelt, heretofore unheard-by-these-ears 
work of the incomporable team of Mr. Dion and 
Mr. Spector. I guess it’s what they call that old 
deja voodoo, eh? 

C: Ha, yes I suppose they do... 

FELA! A NEW MUSICAL 
AT 37 ARTS IN NEW YORK CITY 
BOOK BY JIM LEWIS & BILL T. JONES 

D: So you went to a musical ? 


C: Yes, I did. 

D: How did you like it? Did you laugh? Did you 
CRY? 

C: From the first minute when the actor playing 
Fela sauntered by, two rows in front of me, on 
the way to the stage in his pink jumpsuit, led by 
his dancer/singer/wives, as Antibalas played 
the opening to “Everybody Scatter,” I was 
weeping openly. 

D: I guess I shouldn’t be surprised. It is said 
that dancing by yourself in your living room to 
Fela Kuti music is the only known cure for 
depression. 

C: If it is that good, imagine what it must be like 
if you dance with others to it in public! The 
collective righteous joy is unbelievable. This 
thing broke me out of my post-David Foster 
Wallace suicide negative power zone. 

D: So it was a full-on simulation? 

C: Well... It’s not simply a tribute/costume 


concert, it’s an extremely brilliant musical- 
fueled biography of the man himself. The piece 
is two hours, 40 minutes and is set inside Fela’s 
club in Lagos, the Shrine. It’s 1976,1 think, and 
he is onstage performing, and preparing to 
leave Nigeria. He’s had it with the ongoing 
corruption and idiocy in Nigeria. The 
government has arrested him, the military has 
stormed his commune, beaten and raped his 
wives and thrown his mother out of a second 
story window, leading to her eventual death. So 
he’s in and out of songs and monologues, 
reviewing his life to that point, smoking his big 
marijuana joints, laughing and crying and 
leading this band and this dance troupe, 
putting on this two-tier Afrobeat performance 
of... It’s spellbinding, just awesome, and I gotta 
say... As somebody who’s watched every 
second of available Fela Kuti footage out there, 

I thought I’d understood, as best I was gonna be 
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able to understand in 2008, the man and the 
music. Well, I was totally wrong. 

D: Wouldn’t be the first time! 

C: Quiet. It’s one thing to see the pictures, to 
see the video, but to actually BE there, with the 
whole force of the music and the costumes and 
the VIBE in your face, at full volume, done with 
such love and care and attention to detail, with 
so much thought put into it... I don’t really 
understand how they did it, especially the guy 
who plays Fela, this brilliant actor named Sahr 
Ngaujah. Who inhabits him, completely, scarily. 
It’s enough to make you weep. 

D: Which you did. 

C: I should report that there is one major 
inaccuracy: the size of Fela’s rolled joints of 
Igbo, here it’s like a cigar but really they were 
more like torches. 

D: Like a baby’s arm? 

C: More like a bodybuilder’s. 

D: That’s something they can fix when it goes 
to Broadway. 

C: All the shit Fela talked about, it’s still true. 
More true. Bankers, government officials, 
colonial-minded lackeys, cowards, fools. 
Vampire Weekend? If only. It’s been a Vampire 
Millennium. And I can’t think of an artist alive 
today with the balls, and the trickster humor, 
and the anger, and the appetite for pleasure, 
and the gift for performance, and the raw 


charisma, the undeniable conviction, that he 
had. Did you know how musicians and other 
artists are not allowed to express views of the 
world in America? And if they break the rule, it’s 
cause for alarm and outrage and Drudge- 
shaming and record-banning and harassment 
and slanderiing and worse from the well-funded 
right-wing authoritarians. Don’t be political at 
the Oscars! Now is not the time! Nor at the 
Emmys. Oprah shouldn’t endorse! And so on. 
Because apparently they sometimes confuse 
the message from the government and break 
the entertainment moment that the viewer was 
anticipating, and indeed had every right to 
expect, given their school training and 
subsequent mediated experiences. The timing 
of Fela! is impeccable. He couldn’t believe the 
public would fall for this shit that the people in 
power were pulling. 

D: But we do. 

C: Over and over again. 

HACIENDA 

LOUD IS THE NIGHT 

(ALIVE/NATURAL SOUND BOMP) 

D: Well another oldie but goodie. Or oldie but 
moldie as they used to say. 

C: Actually this is new. 

D: You say that every issue. 

C: Well, it happens to be true sometimes. 


D: Let me see this, [grabs cdsleeve] Aha! I 
should have known by these golden tones—it’s 
another Dan Auerbach production. 

C: He of the Black Keys. 

D: Yes, I know. The bearded bandana-wearing 
one. 

C: I’m talking to them, you idiot. 

D: Who? 

C: The readers. 

D: What readers? [laughter] 

C: Yeah well... So, Hacienda are from that hot 
gateway to the great southwest, San Antonio, 
Tejas. Three brothers with a last name of 
Villanueva plus a cousin with the last name 
Schwebel. 

D: [Repeating lyrics of “Useless and Tired”] 

"Never want to work in the day/no reason for it 
any way/any troubles I sleep em away.” I 
resemble that remark, as they used to say. 

C: Who is this “they” that you keep referring 
to? 

D: [Repeats lyric and melody] What is that? 
"When you’re awake you’re out of your head”? 
C: Ah! Nice nod to Los Beatles. 

D: [sips beer] This is very sweet, warm music, 
but there’s something else. Like that moment 
during summer when you realize autumn is 
around the corner. 

C: Beauty tinged with mortality. But not 
death-haunted! It’s like when you forgot to eat 
your ice cream cone fast enough and now it’s 
melting and you make a move. The good times 
were right there, but time kept on slipping... 

D: ...into the few-chah! 

GANG GANG DANCE 
SAINT DYMPHNA 
(THE SOCIAL REGISTRY) 

D: I believe this is a concept album but I am 
unsure what the concept is. 

C: Internet says: “Saint Dymphna is 
traditionally held to be the daughter of a pagan 
Irish chief and his Christian wife in the 7th 
century.” 

D: So she is the saint of miscegenation! 
Cross-fertilization! Pairing of native and 
invasive species! 

C: But Dymphna ends up being beheaded by 
her would-be incest-minded widow pagan 
father. 

D: Oh. 

C: “Her feast day is May 15 and she is the 
patron saint of those who suffer from mental 
illnesses and nervous system disorders, 


epileptics, mental health professionals, happy 
families, incest victims, and runaways.” Well, 
there you go. The fact that St. Dymphna’s is 
also a the name of a bar on St. Marks Place is 
simply a bonus. Would that we were there, 
indulging in libations. 

D: What I hear is a post-Animal Collective/ 
Black Dice loop daze with zero interest in 
melody. 

C: A rather reductionist assertion, sir. She’s 
singing but I can’t understand a word she’s 
saying. And admittedly I can’t find the rhythm 
either. And yet I must admit that I kind of dig it. 
D: Perhaps it is your infamous fondness for 
weird Greek mystic chicks? 

C: Silence in the lower ranks! Once I saw this 
Gang Gang Dance perform at the Hollywood 
Bowl. It was like Euripedes interpreted by New 
York Eye And Ear Control. Firmly in the 
recombinant tradition of Adrian Sherwood, Jon 
Hassell, Bill Laswell... 

D: “Inner Pace” is like advanced Casio atomic 
dub, but I can’t find something to grab onto. My 
fingers itch. There’s no groove, no bassline to 
lay back in. They do everything I don’t want a 
group to do! 

C: Perhaps we should discuss your unrealistic 
expectations. 

D: Okay, “House Jam”—this is the jam. 

C: Kate Bush’s goat-song! 

D: The whole album should sound like this. The 
rest is just clippings and trimmings. Not that I 
have anything against trimmings and clippings. 
D: Yet I take it you prefer more jams. 

KASAI ALL-STARS 

IN THE 7TH MOON. THE CHIEF 

TURNED INTO A SWIMMING FISH 

AND ATE THE HEAD OF HIS ENEMY 

BY MAGIC 

(CRAMMED DISCS) 

C: This is third in the “Congrotronics” series of 
albums by various contemporary African artists 
who utilize..urn... 

D: ’tronics. 

C: It says, "Kasai All-Stars draw their songs 
from festive and ritual music played in the bush 
before being banned by the Europeans, who 
considered the highly erotic dances and the 
pagan trance ceremonies as 'satanic.'" Based 
in Kinshasa, DR Congo— 

D: That’s like the Compton of Africa! 

C: “—the Kasai Allstars collective revolves 
around 25 musicians originating from five 
different ethnic groups, each with their own 
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language and musical tradition.” 

D: And judging from the title, I believe this is a 
concept album. 

C: Great title. It’s like a caption to a comic book 
panel.This sounds like the music Jack Kirby’s 
“Forever People” would’ve made, up in their 
electronic trees: gamelan thmb piano 
chantdown on babylontronix with classic 
eternal North African guitar circles. This is 
what I thought psy-trance would sound like 
from the way everybody went on and on about 
it. What they really meant was advertising 
agency music. 

D: They’re on some serious ritual witchdoctor 
shit. Like a tribal Funkadelic. 

C: Trans-ethnic, five traditions.... I wonder 
who’s going to protest here regarding 
non-native species invasion? 

D: While they argue about that, the real 
predators circle. 

C: I want to know more, they’re so elaborately 
done up, it’s beautiful. 

D: Other bands draw their record covers, these 
guys draw themselves! African glam! 

C: Is the stuff traditional or new fashion 
or—remember that book that Alia was talking 
about, Natural Fashion: Tribal Decoration from 
Africa (Hans Silvester, Thames & Hudson)....? 
You know with some bands, the more I know 
about them, the less I want to know. But these 
guys? Gimmie. 

D: “Mbua-A-Matumba” is the jam to beat. 

C: You could play this right next to Panda Bear. 
D: Those guys should collaborate. 

C: Can you imagine AFRIKA COLLECTIVE??? 

NATACHA ATLAS & THE MAZEEKA 

ENSEMBLE 

ANA HINA 

(WORLD VILLAGE/HARMONIA MUNDI) 

C: Talk about erotic. I believe you Europeans 
would probably outlaw this too. 

D: [ignoring the jibe] At last: printed lyrics! 

C: Ha, like you’re gonna sing along. 

D: [ignores] 

C: Just relax! You always need to know what 
you’re listening to, what kind of music it’s called, 
how it’s regarded, what you can expect to hear. 
D: Yes, yes, yes... I am cursed with the need to 
know more. 

C: Well, I feel the need to sit on a rug. Recline 
on the pillows. Have some red grapes. 

Pass the pipe. 

D: I am the pipe-passer. 

C: I suspect this is a concept album. 

D: [readingfrom sleeve] “...East and west 
musical collision for the Natacha Atlas acoustic 
project.” 

C: Calling St. Dymphna! 

D: They do a take on Nina Simone’s “Black is 
the Color,” which it says here is based on a 
Scottish folksong! 

C: “Hayati Inta Reprise (Hayatak Ana)” sounds 
more like Stevie Wonder “Higher Ground.” This 
is Arabic gypsy cabaret music. And “El Asil” is 
Egyptian swing. I wish an interzone nightclub 
existed where I could hear this all the time... 


EL 6UINCH0 
ALE6RANZA 
(XL RECORDINGS) 

C: Is “El Guincho” Panda Bear in Spanish? 

D: They say he comes from the Canary Islands. 
C: I say he comes from... Chants and loops 
gradually getting guitars layered... Steel drums. 
South American soccer hooligans. M.I.A. and 
Diplo are the gateway for el guincho. But.. 
[listening to “Antillas”] Wait, is the CD stuck? 
D: I don’t hear enough melody. The hooks are 


too simple. 

C: We should mention that we are listening to 
this on stereo when perhaps it is best 
appreciated on los headphones... “Cuando 
Maravilla Fui” brings on the bhangra. This may 
be Le Jam. 

D: El Jammo. 

C: Thee Big Jam. 

D: One jam, large please. With some dub on the 
side. 

C: “Buenos Matrimonios Ahi Fuere” is 
awesome. Eternal schoolyard kid chants. 

D: You can’t lose when you sample schoolkids, 
everybody knows that. 

C: The Canary Islands, eh? I look to the South 
for hope these days. USA and Europe are 
descending into dumbness on a mass scale. 
They’ve completely crushed the left and the 
indigenous. Only in the South is there anything 
like successful uprising. Venezuela, Brazil, 
Chiapas, Bolivia...! 

D: Forget the Third Way! Bring on the Fourth 
World. 

MEGAPUSS 

SURFING 

(VAPOR) 

C: This is a side project recording by Devendra 
Banhart and the guy from Priestbird— 

D: The new Pink Floyd! But nobody realized it... 
C:—who drums in his band. That guy can write 
songs, but I don’t know about his bands’ names. 
Tarantula A.D.? Priestbird? Megapuss? 

D: There is a time and place, and yes name, for 
everything. And right now I am saying to you 
this album, which features at least 12 novelty 
hits by Dr. Demento Banhart and Sir Priestbird, 
is the exact reason why I for one am going to 
enjoy the Forthcoming Depression. Surfing is 
not my idea of a good time. I am not an 
advocate of voluntary physical endangerment. I 
am, however, happy to watch from the safety of 
my beach chair. 

C: With a Jimmy Buffett tape on no doubt. I 
just want to say that if it’s going to be about 
goofballing and bad clothes, can we switch 
back from Jimmy Buffett and Les Claypool and 
the truly unctious Infected Mushroom to, oh, 
how ’bout Frank Zappa and the Fugs? Thank 
you. This is good stuff: some more of those 
great upbeat afrobeat/reggae/tropicalia party 
jams that Devendra’s been pumping out in the 
last few years that sound so deep in the pocket 
live, I think this is the first time he’s caught that 
on record. And some true goofery. And hey 
hang on, there’s some spooky stuff on here at 
the end. 

D: A dark undertow? 

C: Watch out for riptides while Surfing. 

D: And jellyfish. And tar spots on your back. 

C: Some serious haunted canyons vibes on 
this record, I’m serious. Loooookout, lovers... 

D: Tell me there is not a band that is called 
Infected Mushroom. That can’t be true. 

LITTLE JOY 
(NO TITLE) 

(ROUGH TRADE) 

D: [listening to “The Next Time Around’] 

It’s the Strokes’ beach party album! 

C: Ha! Actually this is a new band called Little 
Joy, named after Joe McGraw’s spot in Echo 
Park. It’s the Strokes’ drummer Fabrizio Moretti, 
also on guitar here, and Rodrigo Amarante, a 
beardo from Brazil who’s been playing with 
Devendra lately, on vocals and the guitar, and 
guitarist/composer/arranger/Devendra 
associate/man-of-hair Noah Georgeson, 
producing. 
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D: And introducing the mysterious Binki 
Shapiro, right here on the lady reggae vocals. 
C: Gotta admit I didn’t see this one coming 
from down the coast. 

D: It sailed right in when we were watching the 
surfers. 

C: Rodrigo has such a great voice. But on a 
track like this one [“Keep Me In Mind”], it must 
be recognized that the similarity to Mr. 
Casablanca is uncanny, but Rodrigo has a bit 
more color, more tenderness. What a great pop 
song. I’d listen to this on a bistro on a beach. 
Heck I’d go to a beach to listen to this. I would 
apply super-SPF 300 cream to listen to this. 
Every song is good! And there are actual ballads. 
D: Samba. Bossa nova. And what do they call 
it? 

C: MPB! Musica Popular Brasileira. 

D: But the question remains, who is this “Binki 
Shapiro”? That’s suspicious nametaking there, 
that one. Reminds me of all those pseudonyms 
on the old Desert Sessions records... 

C: [listening to “Plag the Part”] Perhaps I am 
going overboard here, but this—and 
“Evaporar”—is remindng me of modern Jobim, 
my amigo. But I am not an expert. 

D: [lost in space] And Jobim and Jim Beam 
are secret brothers... 

C: [listening to “Don’t Watch Me Dancing”] 

The Doors...! Wow. II songs, 30 minutes. I think 
we can issue a joint statement, or a communi¬ 
que as we said in the old days, stipulating this 
as darkhorse album-of-the-year contender. 
First class work, gentlemen. 

D: And that includes you, Binki Shapiro! 

MERCURY REV 
SNOWFLAKE MIDNIGHT 

(YEPROC) 

C: You know when you make a wrong turn and 
then instead of correcting it, you make another 
wrong turn which is even worse because this 
time you don’t even realize a mistake has been 
made and you go 90 miles in the complete 
wrong direction? 

D: Oh come on, it’s not that awful... [reads 
from promotional notes] Did you know that 
on this record Mercury Rev experimented “with 
laser harps, ad hoc computer programs and 
random note generators?” 

C: What? To mathematically determine that 
this was the worst possible music they were 
capable of? To quote Greil Marcus, What is this 
shit? Former members of this band have 
grounds for a class action suit based on 
dereliction of aesthetic duty. And I volunteer to 


be their expert witness! 

D: Whew! Beware the wrath of the betrayed 
longtime fan! 

DESOLATION WILDERNESS 
WHITE LIGHT STROBING 

(K RECORDS) 

C: Ah, bliss. Pure balm from these young dudes 
out of Olympia. 

D: Is this what they called “shoegaze” in the 
olden times? 

C: I suppose. But it’s more like that one little 
moment in time—’88-’90???—when there 
were all these modest late-afternoon 
psychedelic folk-rock guitars-and-organ-and- 
reverbed vocals bands floating and swooshing 
around... the Rain Parade, the Cocteau Twins, 
Galaxie 500, Spacemen 3, ultra vivid scene, 
then Mazzy Star, Pale Saints... Ah, “college 
rock.” More recently, I would say BEACHWOOD 
SPARKS. 

D: That’s right. I am getting a very benevolent 
salvia essence inmpression from this. 

C: “Come Over In Your Silver Car” is song title 
of the month. “Turquoise and Gold,” “Horizon 
Star”...these are like Brightblack Morning Light 
song titles. 

D: White Light Strobing, eh? [Listening to 
“ForgetEvergthing”]\ I feel like I’m watching 
Stan Brakhage, even though my eyes are 
closed... 

GROUPER 
(NO TITLE) 

(TYPE) 

C: Speaking of sleeping... Here’s the new 
album by the lady who calls herself Grouper, 
which she recorded in her sleep. She’s upstairs 
from Beach House, mixed by Belong into 
into-the-red, into-the-fog reverb absinthia. 
Which means it sounds like home demos for a 
new My Bloody Valentine album. You know 
what I’m saying. 

D: Not really, but urn... Where’s a fog machine 
when we need it??? 

C: Funny you should mention that. Ladies and 
gentlemen... [Pushes button on remote 
control;fog shoots out from behind chair] 
The Antari Alpha F-80Z! 

D: Exxxxxxxxcellent! So, urn, what year is this 
fog? 

MATT BALDWIN 
PATHS OF IGNITION 
(AMERICAN DUST/REVOLVER) 

C: About five minutes into the lead-off track 
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“Weissensee,” which is a Neu chestnut Rother/ 
Dinger cover, it’s like Randy Holden crashing 
into an ashram where Sandy Bull was having a 
hip jam session. 

D: That’s some serious stormbrewing guitar! 
Matt Baldwin! Who is this lightning bringer. 

C: I think it’s the first record from the dude. 
He’s Bay Area and he’s over six feet tall. 

D: Clearly this is a keeper. In fact [D runs to 
CD player]— I’m confiscating this CD for 
personal use. 

C: It figures. Ah well. We should tell the people 
out that that there’s four more songs, including 
one entitled “Eulogy and Dark,” [inJimSjveda 
voice] which I am guessing is some sort of 
homage to Funkadelic’s classic “Eulogy and 
Light” off Free Your Mind and Your Ass Will 
Follow. Talk about a song recorded at the edge 
of sonic legibility—a prayer over backwards 
tape. 38 years on and people are still 
responding to that album... You know why 
people are still responding to records from 38 
tears ago? Cuz the music was so much better 
then. The vibe was COMPLETE. Look on the CD 


tray for “Free Your Mind”—they reprint the Best 
Selling Soul LP’s from Billboard Magazine for 
week ending December 12,1970... 

D: [reading chart] “I. Third Album by Jackson 5 

2. Sly & the Family Stone’s Greatest Hits 

3. Curtis by Curtis Mayfield 

4. To Be Continued by Isaac Hayes 

5. Abraxas by Santana 

6. Sex Machine by James Brown 

7. Temptations Greatest Hits Volume 2 

8. Still Waters Run Deep by Four Tops 

9. Chapter Two by Roberta Flack 

10. Everything Is Everything by Diana Ross 

11. Free Your Mind by Funkadelic 

12. Indianola-Mississippi by BB King 

13. Spirit in the Dark by Aretha Franklin 

14. We Got to Live Together by Buddy Miles 

15. The Last Poets 

16. Pocketful of Miracles by Smokey Robinson 
and the Miracles 

17. New Ways But Love Stays by the Supremes 

18. In Session by Chairmen of the Board 

19. Signed, Sealed, Delivered by Stevie Wonder 

20. The Isaac Hayes Movement 

21. Didn’t I (Blow Your Mind This Time) by 
Delfonics 

22.1 Am My Brother’s Keeper by Jimmy & 

David Ruffin 

23. Booker T & the MG’s Greatest Hits 

24. Workin Together by Ike & Tina Turner 

25. Burning by Esther Phillips 

26. I (Who Have Nothing) by Tom Jones 
29. Shirley Bassey is Really “Something” 

31. Led Zeppelin III 

37. Grand Funk Live 

39. Cosmo’s Factory by Creedence Clearwater 
Revival.” 

Whew. 

C: Well, there it is. All civilizations have high 
points, some so high that they reverberate for 
the rest of the civilization’s life, however long 
that may be. It’s shadow of the colossi, dude. 

JONAS REINHARDT 
UNTITLED 

(KRANKY) 

D: Electromental ...pardon me, electonic 
instrumentals... [coughing] 

C: Sorry about the fog. 

D: It’s okay. I’ll survive. Is this the new Klaus 
Schulze???? Or early Tangerine Dream 
C: It’s like he’s got the same drum machine and 
keyboard. Serious vintage gear. Recorded at 
“The Equinox.” 

D: Probably an Antari in there somewhere! 

C: Have you seen the Z-800II? Wireless! 
Anyways. 
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D: I believe this music was made without laser 
harps. 

C: These are basically covers. Throbbing 
electro-orbs float by with John Carpenter at 
the helm. 

D: “How to Adjust People” is my pick to click. 
And you can take that to the bank, baby! 

C: In my ideal town, there would be a geodesic 
juke joint at the edge of town where they play 
this music four nights a year—on each equinox. 
D: Is it possible that it was easier to program 
soul into analog equipment than it is into 
digital? That digital is not really for humans, it’s 
for machines. Can we reverse digitalism? That 
is the question. 

C: Here’s to vintage solid-state equipment! 

D: The old ways were the wise ways! 

C: I think the fog may be getting me high. 

D: Waiter, I’ll have two quarts of fog juice, see 
vouz play! 

RAGLANI 
OF SIRENS BORN 

(KRANKY) 

C: Here comes another super-quality analog 
guy. He’s a little bit further out there, but you 
can still see him. Employed on this record: 
“Sine/square wave generator, analog modular 
synth, melodica...” 

D: [“Jubilee”] It’s going like flute-style 
Jajouka! This is some kind of new shiznits. I’m 
confiscating this one as well. 

APSE 

SPIRIT 

(ATP) 

C: Impending doom music for fans of 
Godspeed and Silver Mt. Zion, Mogwai, 
Radiohead, Sigur Ros... I think it’s a concept 
album, but... 

D: “In the 7th moon, the chief turned into a 
swimming fish and ate the head of his enemy by 
magic...” 

C: “It’s not dark yet / but it’s getting there...” 
This is very good as far as it goes, and maybe 
I’m being totally unfair, but it might be past time 
for the wordless dread. Maybe now we need 
something more explicit about what’s going 
down. Does that make me old? 

D: [thoughfullg] No. But it might make you a 
little bit wiser... 

ZACH HILL 

ASTROLOGICAL STRAITS 

(IPECAC RECORDINGS) 

C: Moving from A to Z. Zach Hill is the 
powerhythmic drum half of hard art chargers 


Hella, who have been known to rock the show. 
D: I shook hands with someone once who’d 
shaken hands with Zach Hill. There was a 
residual charge. 

C: Considering his serrated cymbal work Zach 
must have hands like a camel’s backside! 

D: But sensitive. Apparently Zach met Jimmy 
Page at a show once and told him, “I should play 
drums for you.” 

C: C’mon, imagine how many drummers must 
say that to Pagey. 

D: The thing is, Zach Hill is actually the man for 
the job! He’d take Pagey to a whole new power 
grid!! 

C: Yes indeed, Zach’s got a rad attack, as 
proved by this here double album. This jam 
[“Keep Calm And Carrg On”] is like Zeppelin, 
Zappa, and Zorn rolled into one. 

D: The guy is a total thrash jazz assassin. 
[cranks the volume] Check this out out, it’s 
called “Necromancer”... a thirty-three minute 
epic beginning with Marnie Stern reciting an 
original fable in the Brothers Grimm/ Henry 
Darger mode, followed by Zach on drums and 
Marco Benevento on piano playing a deranged 
duet like Dave Lombardo versus Duke Ellington. 
C: I’ve got blisters on my earlobes! 

EAGLES OF DEATH METAL 
HEART ON 
(DOWNTOWN) 

C: Moving from the gnarly to the nasty... This is 
the third album by Eagle of Death Metal, who 
are led by handlebar mustachioed Jesse “The 
Devil” Hughes on guitar and vocals, with Josh 
Homme from Queens of the Stone Age on 
drums and whatnot. Basically it’s a caped male 
Peaches doing “Brown Sugar” variations, and 
it’s a hoot. 

D: Eagles of Death Metal—they have always 
rocked your mustache pretty hard. 

C: Not many Americans know this but Eagles 
of Death Metal played possibly the coolest gig 
of all time: a women’s-only show in London at a 
place that’s usually a strip bar. 

D: I think that’s what you call an “everybody 
wins” situation. 

C: [Listening to “Angthing ’Ceptthe Truth”] 

Not sure about this one. There’s not supposed 
to be bridges on Eagles of Death Metal songs! 
Then again “Now I’m a Fool” is something 
they’ve never done before—an acoustic guitar, 
mid-tempo, melodic toe-tapper song-of-yearn- 
ing—and it totally feels right. It’s PRETTY 
D: Old eagles can learn new tricks. 
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PHOTOGRAPHY BY LISA LAW 


“The police were wearing flowers in their hair! Sf 

-LISA LAW 
commenting on 
Monterey International Pojj Festival of 1960 s 


WWW.FLASHINGONTHESIXTIES.COM 





































SmiNG MISS KK PHOTOGRAPHY■*» ALIA PENNER MAKE UP^JEFFREF KILE 


58 


OCTOBER 2008 a 



ALE XAN DE R NC QUEE N 
(^t£C I >i'3$ KK 


a OCTOBER 2008 


59 

















fSS KK 


60 


OCTOBER 2008 a 



L j^^tiGLTESIEft fHE WAf WE WORc 

%mU^ye^%4U±^ KISS KK ^ HISS KK.COh 


a OCTOBER 2008 


61 


















DO THE HATH 
BY DAVE REEYES 


American victory 
in Vietnam! That's 
right! Iraq too! 

We always win! 


Hanoi, Vietnam 

I ’m in Vietnam picking out a baby for my Prius. 
Problem is, the damn babies all look the same. 
Needing to calm down, I pay fifty bucks for what 
looks like weed and smells like weed; but when rolled 
into Bob Marley blunts only gets me high enough to 
watch television. I’m mad, until I realize that getting 
ripped off for illegal drugs in a supposed Buddho/ 
communist country indicates a total victory of the 
Judeo-Christian/capitalist cause. 

Don’t get me wrong. I don’t declare victory over 
nothing. It’s not about fifty bucks. I consider occa¬ 
sional rip-offs to be like union dues in the underworld. 
I’ve paid money for a baggie of gravel in Amsterdam, 
purchased placebos purporting to be mescaline in 
Texas and ingested sheets of Georgia rat poison acid. 
Besides, I get ripped off for real back in California 
all the time, what with the rolling blackouts, profit 
prisons and wars without end. 

It’s the constant miracle of Hanoi traffic that got 
me open to the hustle. Vietnamese people tend to 
ride their mopeds at full speed, in a scrum, about as 
far from one another as you are from this page. The 
stoplights are but suggestions, hidden behind the 
foliage, way up on the periphery behind the “go” sign. 
The side of the road a driver chooses is dictated by 
whimsy. Nonetheless, at each intersection the masses 
of mopeds weave through each other unscathed, with 
no cursing, nor shots fired. 

I thought this symbiosis indicated that Buddhism 
was The Answer, because it’s about respect for the 
value of human life and yadda yah. It only takes one 
terrible joint to realize that the reason the Vietnamese 
people can ride like that is because their weed sucks. 
Don’t try that shit back in California. Those mother¬ 
fuckers are high. 

The buzzkill joint proves that no matter how many 
temples they build, how often curfews are imposed 
or how many pictures of the Great Leader they tack 
up, there’s going to be a street urchin with a bag of 
unsexed weed running the bait-and-switch for the 
love of Money. And that is America, no matter where it 
is! So, get the banner out, George. We fucking won. We 
always win. 

We ’11 win Iraq, too. Don’t worry about how. There’s 
lots of ways to win a war. We used to win wars with 
kill ratios and body counts, but this one is different. 
How would one account for the Shia-versus-Sunni 
massacres which occurred in the security vacuum 
following the initial invasion? Hard to say. Better we 
don’t keep score. There’s no body counts in this war 
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with the kudzu, into the highlands where the dynamo 
of English language entertainment has morphed 
the fluid folk dances of the Hmong into the robotics 
of “You Got Served.” America has colonized what the 
French and the Chinese could not. 

I go from town to village to shanty camp, careful to 
avoid the temples and their caustic holy water. I ride 
until I run out of power lines, which is where I thought 
America’s total domination would run out. But our 
victory is infinite, inshallah. One dark night in the 
mountains, way out, past where the power lines stop, 

I catch a bunch of leprosy doctors in cowboy hats, sit¬ 
ting around a campfire singing their ABCs. Then they 
sang “Happy Birthday,” “Auld Lang Syne” and “Merry 
Christmas.” Then, having reached the limits of their 
English, they sing a local folk song about fishing. They 
ask me to sing an American folk song. 

I teach them the “special sauce lettuce cheese” Big 
Mac song, the “wish I could buy the world a Coke” 
jingle and “Patience.” And they love every bit of it. 
Because we win. We always win. 


because nobody counts in this war. 

Don’t make me say it again. 

I’m not comparing Iraq to Vietnam. 

They are very different wars. For 
one, in Vietnam we had “strategies.” 

Consider “Operation Linebacker II” 
a round-the-clock bombing for the 
entire ten days of Christmas in 1972. 

Not just because Hanoi had been a 
very, very bad city that year. Herr 
Kissinger was bombing them back to 
the negotiating table. Call it brutal, 
call it insane, but it was strategy. I 
challenge you to find anything as 
elegant in the current Mideast doc¬ 
trine. Bomb who? Back to what table? 

Where? It’s useless talking to our 
Middle East leaders anyway. We know 
what our puppet will say because our 
hand is up his ass. 

Lord Kissinger has been pulling 
this “bomb them and feed them, no 
exit” quagmire strategy to keep us in a war since 
he took control in nineteen hundred and sixty-two. 
Boom Boom. Apocalypse Now and Later. And the 
legacy of his foreign policy lays strewn about Hanoi to 
this day. The landing gear of a B52 half submerged in 
a flower district pond makes for a fresh propaganda 
victory every time the sun comes up on it. 

Yet, within sight of the pieces of the downed plane, 
young men poke at flaming piles of fake hundred 
dollar bills on the sidewalk. For the love of money. I 
hear victory in the heels of working girls clattering 
after me, chanting a hustle mantra that plays on my 
insecurities and my ego all at once like a Madison 
Avenue zinger: “Mister mister sir sir, good looking, 
you wanna get sexy party with me? Mister, why not? 
You think you are made of gold mister, sir? You think 
you better than me? Maybe you are a gay. Do you have 
AIDS mister, sir? That’s why you can’t love me, mister?” 

Suddenly, the Prius is cramping me. I feel boxed 
in, with the world on the other side of a windshield. I 
need to weave in with the people and have the smoke 
of burning money blowing through my hair. So I trade 
the old gas guzzler for a moped and head out to the 
bush looking for holes in the Victory. 

But there is Victory everywhere. In the little bits of 
candy-colored confetti dotting the mulch at the dump 
on the edge of town, the beginnings of designer gar¬ 
bage. I crept from town to town along the power lines 
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David Reeves (pictured above) will neither 
confirm nor deny that he was drafted into the 
Central Intelligence Agency while buying a bong 
at the Hanoi Hilton , but Wall Street analysts have 
suddenly projected “mad growth” in southeast 
Asia, (photo by Jason Smith) 


My question is, why bother giving heathens the sat¬ 
isfaction of death? All the self-immolating monks and 
suicide bombers are just drama queens jockeying for 
the close-up on our entertainment news. Realize that 
all we really need to do is declare victory, and leave. 

Leave all the guns and tanks back in Iraq. Let them 
kill each other over some dirt. Sell them nukes, too. 
They’ll get one anyway. Nobody is running Pakistan, 
and proliferation is a fact. If you don’t believe that, ask 
any fratboy where to get Rohypnol. 

We don’t need superbombs or iiberplanes. We don’t 
even need smallpox blankets anymore. We are small¬ 
pox blankets. Americans know, more than anybody, 
how the dollar corrupts. What we need to do is just 
step back and let that bitch work. © 

Columnist David Reeves is drinking Brawndo and 
watching "Ow My Balls" while travelling the world. He 
is looking for that special hot sauce to make the perfect 
Bloody Leroy (it’s a Bloody Mary hut you stir it with a 
rib) while attending the Clean Air Fest in Pioneertown. 
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